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SERMON. 


MATTHEW xix, 29. 


AND EVERY ONE THAT HATH FORSAKEN HOUSES, OR BRETH- 
BEN, OR SISTERS, OR FATHER, OR MOTHER, OR WIFE, OR 
CHILDREN, OR LANDS, FOR MY NAM8’S SAKE, SUALL RE+ 

) .CEIVE AN HUNDRED FOLD; 4ND SHALL INHERIT EVER- 
LASTING LIFE. 


by - 

f | ue Scripture sums up all that is in the 
worid under three heads; the lust of the flesh, 
‘the lust of the eye, and the pride of life. 
According to this, it has been common to 
make a threefold division of natural men; the 
sensuai, the covetous, and the ambitious. But 
our blessed Lord, in the text, exhibits a char- 
acter widely different; a character formed on 
janother principle; a character altogether su- 
perior to avy thing which can result from 
man’s unrenewed nature. The devoted Chris- 
tian is burn of the Spirit, A‘) his moral beau- 
ty, his usefuiness, and enjoyment are the work 
of divine grace. 

But where shall we find the singular char-. 
acter exvibited in the text? J answer, x every 
fulace, and in every condjtion of fe, where we 
find true religion. 

The floor cortager, far removed from public 
notice, and destined to the meanest cinploy- 
ment, possesses this character. He gives him- 
self and ail that he has to the Lord. He loves 
Christ above his cottage, his food, and his 
Pest, and is ready to part with them all for Ars 
#ake. In the sight of God, that same poor 
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man forsakes all for Christ. He who can for- 
sake his sins, and resist the claims of corrupt 
passion, performs, to say the least, as difficult 
a service, as to forsake heuses, brethren, and 
Jands The fvor man who has little to gue 
and much to écar, frequently shows the self- 
denying spirit of religion to the greatest ad- 
vantage. In his heart often burns as pure a 
flame of love and zeal, as in the heart of an 
apostle. It may not be visible to the world; 
but it is visible to Him who seeth in secret. 
His prayers are animated by fervent affection 
for God and man. And when he contributes 
his mite for the advancement of the Redeem- 
er’s kingdom, he does it with a heart large 
enough to part with millions. 

The character here exhibited belongs to 
the devoted Christian who is possessed of of- 
ulence. Though he does not kterally forsake 
houses and lands, he wses them for the glory 
of Christ. And as he supremely regards the 
divine glory, and uses the things of this world 
in subserviency to it, he is ready when duty 
calls, to Surrender them for the same object. 
To use riches for Christ, and to furseke them 
for Christ, evince the same elevation above 
self-interest, and the same devotedness to the 
cause of God. He, then, who values his es- 
tate for Christ’s sake, and uses it for the ad- 
vancement of his cause, has the same disposi- 
tion and character with those, who for the 
same obgéct actually suffer the loss of all 
things. In heatt he gives his earthly ail to 
Christ; saying with sincerily——here, Lord, I 
am; and here are my frossess7zons. Tyzeld them 
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‘all to thee. Twill either use them, or part 


swith them,for thy sake, as thow wilt. Animat- 
ed with such sentiments, he esieems it com- 
paratively loss, to do any thing with his prop- 
erty which tends merely to secure bis private 
advantage, while he esteems c/at as the best 
use of his property, which tends most to.ad- 
vance the kingdom of Christ It is for the 
sake of that kingdom that he values his earthe 


ly possessions. Vake away that kingdom, and 


his possessions lose their highest worth. 

The character presented in the text clearly 
belongs to every fatthful minister of the Gospel, 
even in the most peaceful days. Whateyer 
may be his earthly prospects, he cheerfully 
resigns them for Christ’s sake, The love of 
Christ bears himon. He declines no labor, 


’ ho sacrifice, no suffering. He foregoes indul- 


gence and ease. In private, he gives himself 
to reading, meditation, and prayer. In public, 
he preaches the word; and is instant in season, 
and out of season. * Worldly pursuits he total- 
ly abandous, and sets his affections on the 
kingdom of Christ. “If I forget thee,” says 
he, ©O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget 


her cupping. ’ 


This character is strikingly exhibited Ly a 
devoted Christian in umes of fersecuizon. Le 
feels as Paul did, when his triends, avxious 
for his safety, besought him not to go to Jeru- 
salem. “What mean ye,” said he, sto weep, 
and to break my heart? For Iam ready not to 
be bound only, but also to die at Jerusalem 
for the name of the Lord Jesus.” ‘Times of 
persecution and distress have a fayorab!e in- 

att 
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fluence upon Christian character. In such 
Seasons, as the prospect of earthly happiness 
is overcast, the followers of Christ are led to 
# more serious contemplation of the heavenly 
inheritance, and vaturaily form a stronger and 
more operative attachment to that kingdom, 
in which their ail is contained. © They are re- 
duced to the necessity of feeling that they have 
no other interes, and no hope of enjoyment 
fiom any other quatter. Accordingly,. they 
make a more unreserved surrender of every 
thing for Christ, and become more consistent 
and more decided in their religious character. 
In the discharge of difficult duues they »ave 
less hesitation, They are less ensnared by 
the friendship of the world, and less awed by 
its frowns. ‘Lhe prospect of suffering. as it 
becomes familiar to their minds, ceases to 
move them ‘Yo give up the interests and 
pleasures of the worid for the sake of Christ, 
becomes habitual and easy. It costs them no 
struggle and no sigh. ‘Théy are prepared to 
encounter any trial, even a violent death, with- 
out fear or reiuctance Yea, they rejorce in 
ther sufferings, and gladly fill up what is want~ 
ing of the affiictions uf Christ in thew flesh for 
his body’s sake, which is the Church. 

The Christian iMissconary, whose motives 
are as subiime as his office, forsuxes all for 
Christ in a remarkabie sense. The proof 
which he gives of devotion to Christ is indeed 
of the same nature with that, which other 
Christians give; but it is higher in degree. 
Others forsake the world in affeciion, but en- 
joy it stil, de renounces the enjoyment, as 
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well as the attachment. Other Christians es- 
teem Christ abcve friends and possessions, 
and yet retain them far enough for the gratifi- 
cation of their natural affections. The Mis- 
sionary, who has a right spirit, counteraets 
aid mortifies natural affection, by actually 
abandoning its dearest objects. The distinc- 
ion in short is this; other Christians have a 
willingness to forsake all for Christ; the Mis- 
sionary actually forsakes all. The cause of 
Christ among the heathen possesses attrac- 
‘tions above all other objects. It has the abso- 
Jute control of his beart He forsakes father 
and mother, house and land, not because he is 
wanting in affeetion for them, but because he 
Joves Christ more. He forsakes them, be- 
cause his heart burns with the holy desire, 
that Christ may have the heathen for his inher- 
dtance, and the uttermost parts ol the earth for 
his possession. 

The wife of a Missionary when influenced 
by the Spirit of Christ, gives still more re- 
miarkable evidence of self-denial and devotion; 
—evilence, I say, more remarkable; because 
for her to forsake friends and country, is an 
instance ol greater sedf-denial. ‘The tie, which 
binds herto her reijatives and her home, is 
stronger. Her mind is more delicate in its 
construction; more sensib e to the tenderness 
of natura] relations, and to the delights of do- 
mestic tile. When, therefore. she forsakes 
all, for the name of Christ, she makes a bigh- 
ereffort; she offers a more costly sac: He3 
and thus furnisnes amore conspicuous proof, 
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that her love of Christ transcends all earthly 
affection. 

My friends, have I been entertaining you 
with visions and dreams? Or have | been 
teaching realities? If you admit the truth of 
the Bibie, you must admit that men of the char- 
acter above described, have existed in all ages 
of Christianity. Indeed, no other can be ac- 
knowledged, as disciples of Christ. For he 
himself has declared, that whosoever forsaketh 
not ull that he hath, cannot be his disciple And 
again, to teach usin the most forcible man- 
ner, that our affection for all other objects 
must fall below our affection for him, he says; 
—If uny one come to me, and hate not his fa- 
ther and mother, and wrfe, and children, and 
brethren, and sisters, yea, and his own itfe also, 
he cannot be my disciple, ‘However severe 
and impossible these conditions of discipleship 
may seem; they have often been performed. 
Yea, there are muititudes, who daily perform 
them, and to whom the performance’ appears. 
not only just, but pleasant. Multitudes, now 
on earth have that supreme leve for the Lord 
Jesus, which leaves little of the heart for any 
thing else. When they enlisted into the ser- 
vice of Christ, they engaged to follow him, 
though at the expense of every earthly inter- 
est. In the very act of faith, there is an im- 
plicit forsaking of aii things for Christ. So 
that when the trial comes, and they really for- 
sake all things on his account, they only do 
in open act, what they did in heart before, 
When they are cailed to surrender ail things, 
even life itself, for Christ’s sake; they are not 
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talled to perform a new condition, to which 
they did not consent in the- first exercise of 
faith, They made choice of Christ and his 
ways, Christ and his cross. Had they certain- 
ly known, when they first received Christ, that 


‘they did it at the expense of every earthly 


good, they would not have received him with 
any jess cordiality and joy. Paul knew from 
the first, that he must sacrifice every thing for 
Christ;—whici in his view, was only parting 
with trifles, to purchase a peari of great pice. 
“What things were gain to me, those | cuunt- 
ed joss for Christ. Yea; doubtless, and I count 
ali things loss for the excellency of the knowl- 
edge of Christ Jesus my Lord; for whom I 
have suffered the loss of all things and do 
count them but dung, that ! may win Christ.” 


-Such was the spirit and practice of the first 


Christians. They rejoiced that they were 
counted worthy to suffer for Christ. To hon- 
or him, they gladly took the spoiling of their 
goods, resigned their dearest tricnds and en- 
dured persecution and death. There are 
those at the present day, who possess the same 
spirit; who willingly give up their wordiy in- 
terest, and subject themselves to the hatred 
of men, for the sake of their Lord; who wil- 
lingly suffer reproach, and expuse their pame 
to be trampled under foot, that Christ may be 
magnified; who hoid nothing so dear, that they 
will not cast it away for Christ’s sake. 

Do you still ask, where sucn characters are 
to be found? [ answer again, wherever there 
ere Cuuistians. You may fix your eye upon 
ministers of the gospel,—upon ambassadors of 
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Christ in pagan lands—and upon good men in 
the various walks of life, who give, I say not 
the same degree, but the same kind of evidence 
of devotion to Christ, with that which was giv- 
en by the holy Apostles. And he who slights 
the evidence of supreme love to Christ, which 
these exhibit, would equally slight the evi- 
dence which should be exhibited by a new 
race of AposrLes and Maxryns. 

The reward of Christians is as certain, as 
their devotion to Christ is sincere. They *re- 
ceive an hundred fold in this present life. Great 
peace have they, who love God’s law. The 
wicked, from the very nature of their affections, 
are itke the troubled sea when it cannot rest, 
whose waters cast uft mire and dirt. But cor- 
diai devotion to Christ imparts serenity and 
peace to the soul. How happy are they who 
have cast off the slavery of passion, who have 
given up the vain cares and pursuits, which 
distract the minds of worldjings, and yielded 
themselves wholly to God, resting in him as 
their adden all. 2 ; 

To them belong the pleasures ‘of benevo- 
fence. As this is their ruling affection, they 
must be happy in proportion as its object is 
promoted. Vhat object, which is primarily 
the prosperity and happiness of the kingdom 
of . Christ, is absolutely secure. Christians 
know it to be so, and theretore enjoy a peace, 
which no adversity can destroy. In all that 
they do, and in all that others do to advance 
the welfare’of the Redeemer’s kingdom, they 
partake the purest pleasure. Let them see 
the glory of God displayed in the salvation of 
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sinners; let them see the Church look forth as 
the morning; Jet them enjoy communion with 
Christ; and they have enough. This is their 
object, their treasure, the heritage which they 
have chosen. The eternal glory of God and 
ihe boundless good of his kingdom is an ob- 
ject infinitely excellent, and worthy of su- 
preme regard, The pleasure of those, who 
dare devoted to this glorious object, and see 
that it is perfectly secure, isa kind of divine 
pleasure, partaking of the nature of its divine 
and infinite object. 

I am well aware, that these are unintelligi- 
ble things to those, who are destitute of relig- 
ion, What does aman, without taste, know 
of the sweetness of the honey-comb? How can 
blindness perceive the pleasantness of light, 
or deafness, the charms of music? But inquire 
of those,’ who are entitled to speak on the sub- 
- jecty—inquire of fervent Christians, what the 

rewards of self-denial are. With one voice they 
answer, that those, who forsake all for Christ, 
receive an hundred fold, even in this life. 

It is the uniform method of divine grace to 
give spiritual comfort to those, who are freed 
from earthly affection. The more the world 
is excluded from the hearts of believers, 
the more they are filled with all the fuiness 
of God, Blessed exchange! What tongue 
can describe the happiness of the saints, when 
they part with all that they have for the name 
of Christ, and He, their ail gracious Savior 
and Priiend, takes up his dwelling in their 
hearts! O what peace! What quietness! W hat 
a beginning of heaven! Ask the Apostles, in 
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the midst of their labors; privations, and suf- 
ferings, whether they are losers on Christ’s 
account'—You hear them speaking of perpet- 
ual triumph; of comfort in tribujation, of joy 
unspeakable and full of ‘glory. The lonely 
desert, through which, with weary steps, they 
travel, witnesses their joy. The dungeon, 
where they are chained, witnesses their holy 
transports, and hears their midnight praises. 
Perils innumerable by land and sea, weariness 
and painfuiness, cold and bunger, prisons, 
stripes, and tortures cannot deprive them of 
their joy. ; 

Bu all rhe enjoyment of Christians in this 
life is only the beginning of their blesscdness. 
The consummation of it 1s ¢he everlasting Lfe, 
which they wili inherit in the world to come. 
It will be alife of pertect holiness, and periect 
endicss joy They wall live inthe society of 
holy angeis, and dweil in the presence of their 
blessed Lord, who loved them and gave him- 
self for them. While they behold his glory, 
and enjoy his love, they will perfectiy possess 
the object of all their desires They wish for 
no higher happiness, than to enjoy God for- 
ever. This is everlasting life. Give thein 
this, and they ask no more. 

I have been led to this train of reflec’ 
by an event, which has lately arrested the <:- 
tention of the public, and caused sensations of 
unusual tenderness in the friends of Zion. 
You are aware that I refer 10 the lamented 
death of Mus Haxnrer Newe.. 1 rejoice, 
that, after the most intimate acquaintance with 
that excellent woman, I am able te say, tbat 
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she happily exemplified the character which f 
have drawn. From the uniform tenor of her 
conduct for several years, there is reason to 
believe, that she was one, who forsook all for 
Christ and who received un hundred foid in this 
present life, and there is equal reason to believe 
that she now inherits everlasting life in heaven. 
,. But let God our Savior have the glory of all 
the moral beauty which adorned her character. 
The temper of mind, which she manifested, 
was contrary to every principle of unsanctified 
nature, If she was indeed what she appeared 
to be, it was by the washing of regeneration, 
and the renewing cf the Holy Ghost. 

Before she indulged a hope that she was a 
subject of spiritual renovation, she had a long 
season of distressing conviction, careful selt- 
examination, and earnest prayer She could 
not admit the comfortable conclusien that she 
was born again, before she was conscious, that 
she had given herself to the Lord, and yielded 
sincere obedience to his holy commands. 

Leng before she thought her own salvation 
secure, she began to exercise an enlarged 
affection for the kingdom of Christ, and to be 
fervent in her prayers for the building up of 
Zion, and the salvation of the heathen. This 
became the prominent feature of her religions 
—the supreme object of her pursuits. A con- 
siderable time before a Foreign Mission from 
this country was contemplated, the universal 
diffusion of the christian religion was the fa- 
vorite subject of her meditations and prayers. 

When, in the course of divine providence, 
one of those, who had deyoted themseives to 


« 


14 Sermon in Remembrance 


the Foreign Mission, sought her as the com- 
panion of his labors and sufferings; her great 
concern was to discover the will of God. As 
soon as she became satisfied respecting her 
duiy, her determination was fixed.—Here we 
come to the point where her character began 
to assume a lustre, which excited the admira- 
tion of all who shared her friendship. Through 
the grace of God she entirely consecrated 
herself to the establishment of the kingdom of 
Christ in pagan lands. To this great and glo- 
Pious object all her thoughts and studies, her 
desires and prayers tended. It was only with 
a view to ¢hzs, that she considered her talents 
and acquirements of any special importance. 
Even her health and life seemed of little con- 
sequence to her, except in relation te this 
grand object. 

But this entire self-devotion had no tenden- 
cy to blunt the sensibilities of her Heart, or to 
extinguish her natural affeetions She had 
these in all their vigor; but she had what 
every Christian possesses, an affection which 
holds a superiority over the natural affections, 
and makes them subservient to its purposes. 
Had our natural affections been designed, as 
the highest principles ef actions the Lord Je- 
sus would never have set up another principle 
above them. Our. dear departed friend did 
not More truly rise above the natural princi- 
pres of actioa, than every Christian does, when 
he secks the glory of God in the Common busi- 
ness of ide. Her affections were of the same 
nature with those which Christians generally 
possess. if there was a difference, it consisted 
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in this; that she was more earnest and undi- 
vided in her attachment It is to this circum- 
stance, that we must trace her peculiar mag- 
nanimity, and elevation of spirit. As all tue 
powers of her soul were united!y exerted for 
the attainment of one grand object, she rose to 
ab uncommon pitch of energy, and things, 
seemingly impossibie to others, became prac- 
ticabie and easy to her. . 

In acquiring the force and decision of char- 
acter, which she finally exhibited, it was of 
great importance, that the question of duty 
was fully settled her own mind. Had not 
this been done, she must have been often turn- 
ed aside from her object by secret misgivings 
of conscience. Her attachment to the object 
must have been weakened; and every step 
must have been taken haltingly and trem- 
Slingly. But by much deliberation, and many 
prayers to God for direction, the question of 
duty had been settled; after which she pro- 
ceeded without wavering. Devoted, as she 
was, tu the cause of Christ, and borne on by a 
strong desire of advancing it in heathen lands, 
she was prepared for trials. The hardships 
and sufferings, peculiar to the missionary life, 
became perfectly familiar. They were so 
closely associated in he? mind with the glory 
of God, and the conversion of the heathen, and 
the contemplation of them was so continually 
mingled with her *pures: affections and joys, 
that instead of aversion and dread, they excit- 
ed sensations of delight. 

Is it possible that a character, so excellent, 
should not be universally loved and admired? 
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Can any admit the thought, that conduct so no- 
ble. so Christlike, was owing to weak or mls~- 
guided zeal? Look upon the apostles and 
primitive Christians, who were so entirely 
consecrated to the Savior that they were wil- 
ling to endure the greatest evils for his sake; 
—whose ardent love to him rendered every af- 
fliction light, and reconciled then to the ago- 
pies of a violent death Can the charge of mis- 
guided zeal be urged against the holy apostles? 

The character of Mrs Nwwxtt, instead of 
being exposed to any dishonorable imputation, 
had an excellence above the reach of mere hu- 
man nature, Behold a tender female, when all 
the sensibilities of the heart are most lively — 
united to friends and country by a thousand 
ties;—a female of refined education, with de- 
lightful prospects in her own country,—Dbehold 
her voluntarily resigning so many dear earth- 
ly objects, for a distant pagan land. All these 
sacrifices she made ca/mly; with a sober detib- 
eration; in the exercise of those sensibilities 
which would be overwhelming te mankind in 
general, and yet with steady unyelding firm- 
ness, and all this, not for wealth, or fame, or 
any earthly object, but to muke known among 
the heathen the uusearchable tiches of Christ. 

I should blush to offer a vindication of a 
characier so fair and exalted as that of Har- 
nieT NewrLyi;—a lovely saint, who has fin- 
ised her course, and gone 40 receive an un- 
fading crown But if there is any one rash 
enough to impute extravagance, and folly; [| 
will point him to a case not wholly unlike the 
present. Tne Evangelist tells us that Mary 
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came to Jesus as he sat at meat, with an al- 
abaster box of very precious ointment, and 
poured it upon his head, Judas and some oth- 
ers instigated by him, charged her with ex- 
travagance and waste. But Jesus approved 
her conduct, declaring that she had wrought a 
good work, and that it should be made known 
for a memorial of her, wherever the gospel 
should be preached in the whole world. 

Do I still hear it said by some selfish calcu- 
Jator, that“she threw herself away?’ But do 
you not applaud the conduct of a man, who 
goes to the earth’s end to gratify a worldly de- 
sire? And can you think it reasonable to make 
greater sacrifices for se/f-imerest, than for the 
Kingdom of Christ?—“ Threw herself away!” — 
What! Does a devoted Chistian, who, for the 
Jove of Jesus, forsakes ali that she has, to ree 
ceive an hundred fojd here, and life everlast- 
ing in heaven, throw herself away? 

Should any ask, what that hundred fold re- 
ward was; our appeal would be to herself,—to 
her peace, and quictness, and joy in God. 
For several of the last months that she spent at 
home, and from the time of her leaving Amer- 
jca till her death, her religious cujoyment was 
almost constant, and at times, eieyaicd. 
~ Jn her last interview with her beloved 
friends in America, and in the scene of final 
separation, the conselations of the Spirit sup- 
ported. her, and produced not only a tender 
meekness and calmness of mind, but astonish- 

_ing resolution. Her happy serenity conunued 
through the dangers of a long voyage, and 
amid ail the difficuities which befel her, alter 
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arriving in. India. Her spiritual enjoyment 
was not materially interrupted by the various 
distresses, which prevented the establishment 
of the mission; nor by the sufferings she was 
subscquently called toendure; no, not even by 
the pangs which rent her heart, over a dear 
infant child, wasting away with siekness, and 
soon committed to a watery grave. Through 
all this sorrow and suffering, the Lord was with 
her and gave her rest. During her last tedious 
and perilous voyage—separated by half the 
globe from the presence of a mother, whose 
presence was more than ever needed,—and 
without a single female companion, she could 
thus. write—*‘it is for Jesus, who sasrificed 
the joys of his Father’s kingdom and expired 
on the cross to redeem a fallen world, that 
thus I wander from place to place, ana feel no 
where athome. How reviving the thought 
How great the consolation it yields to my 
sinking heart!” “Let the severest trials and 
disappointments fali to my lot, gulity and weak 
as I am, yet 1 think I can rejoice in the Lord, 
and joy in the God of my saivation.” 

In ber last illness, which was attended with 
Many distressing circumstances, she possessed 
her soui in patience and peace. God was 
pleased to manilest himself to ber, as he does 
not tothe world. ‘During her whole sickness, 
she talked in the most familiar mabner, and 
with great delight, of deaih, and the glory that 
was to foliow.” Ata certain time, Deing ad- 
vised by a physician to cast of such gioomy 
thoughts, “she repiied, that those thougiis 
were cheering and joytul beyond what words 
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could express.” When it was intimated to 
her that she could not live through another 
day;—“Oh jouful news! she replied, I long to 
defiart;” and added soon after, that death ap- 
peared to her truly welcome and glorious. 

But the simple narrative of her afflicted 
husband shows, better than any thing whieh I 
can say, that amid all the pain and languish- 
ment of sickness, and in the near view of 
death, she had that enjoyment of God her Sa- 
vior, and that hope of a blessed immortality, 
which was an hundred fold better, than all she 
had forsaken. 

To her widowed mother this is an affecting 
scene. But in the midst of your sorrows, dear 
Madam, forget not what reason you have to 
be comforted. Remember the grace of God, 
which was manifested to your dear Hiurtiet: 
which, we trust, effectually sanctified her 
heart, and brought her to love the Lord Jesus 
Christ in sincerity. While you mourn for her 
early death, bless God that you: do not mourn 
over a child, who lived witheut God, and died 
without hope. Cail to remembrance her duti- 
ful and pious temper; her resolved and peace- 
ful mind in the parting bour; and the fortivude 

nd resignation which she afterwards exercis- 
ed, under her various afflictions. Give thanks 
to God for the consoiations which were af- 
forded her throughout a languishing sickness. 
Divine grace was honored by ter amiabiy and 
Christian conduct. Through all her suffer- 
ings, especially when her dissolution drew 
near, she displayed a character that was ripe 
tor heaven. , 
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Tt must afford you peculiar satisfaction to 
contemplate the usefulness of her life. “Tiat 
life is long which answers life’s great end.’* 
This was cminently the case with your beloved 
daughter. Had she lived in retirement, or 
moved ina small circle, her influence, though 
highly usefus, must have been circumscribed, 
But now, her character has, by Divine provi- 
dence, been exhibited upon the most exten- 
sive theatre, and excited the attention and love 
of Christian nations. Yea, may we not hope, 
that her name will be remembered by the mil- 
hhons of Asia, whose salvation she so ardently 
desired, and that the savor of her piety will, by 
divine grace, be saiuiary to pagan tribes yet 
unborn?——Madam, what comforts are these? 
comlorts, which many mourning parents weuld 
glediy purchase with their lives. Let your 
sorrow then be mingled with praise. Render 
thanks to God, and magnify his name, that he 
has given yOu a daughter so lovely in her 
character, so useful in her life, so resigned in 
her sufferings, so tranquil and happy in her 
‘death. It is better tobe the parent of such a 
daughter, than to have brought forth a child 
to bear the sceptre of a world. Nor is she 
Jess precious, or less yours, because she is 
absent front the body and present with the 
hord Dwell upon these cheering thoughts, 
and enjoy these comforts. And may all your 
surviving children enjoy them too, In her 
example,in ber diary and letters, and in her 
dying codusels, she has left them a legacy, 
“which cannot be too highly prized. Let me 
affectionately cntreat you, my belowed friends, 
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to attend seriously to the weighty counsels 
which you have received from the dying lips 
of a dear sister. In her name, in the name of 
her bereaved husband, by whose request I now 
address you, and in the name of her God and 
Savior, I do now, from this sacred place, re- 
peat that solemn counsel. God Almighty open 
your hearts: to receive the message. “ Tell 
them, she said, tell them from the lips of their 
dying sister, that there is nothing but religion 
worth living for. Oh exhort them to attend 
immediately to the care of their mmorta: BUS, 
and not to delay repentance. Let my brothcre 
and sisters know that I love themtotheend I 
hofie to meet them in heaven. But oh, ij £ 
should not”’ No wonder that tears bursting 
from her eyes, and her sobs of grief at tne 
thought of an eternal separation from you, pre- 
vented her saying more. “May the Spirit of 
truth carry her dying entreaties, and tears, and 
sighs to your hearts,” and engage you to follow 
her, as she followed Christ. This dear depart- 
ed friend wished you to partake with her the 
joys of salvation. She-never repented of her 
undertaking, never regretted leaving her na- 
tive land for the cause of Christ. And could 
she return and live on earth again, so far from 
declining any of the labors or sacrifices she 
made for the advancement of the Redeemer’s 
cause, she would repair to him eariier, give up 
all for bim more cheerfully, and serve him with 
greater zeal. imitate her humility, self-denial, 
and faith, that you may again enjoy her socie- 
ty, and dwell with her for ever, where sorrow 
and death shall never enter. 
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In the death of Mrs. Newell, her husband 
sustains a loss, which no language can ade- 
quately describe, and no earthly good compen- 
sate. God, whose ways are unsearchable, has 
taten from him the wife of his youth; a com- 
panion eminently qualified to aid him in all 
his labors, to soothe him in ali his sorrows, 
and to further the great work in which he is 
evgaged Had he nothing but earthly good 
to comfort him, a mind so quick to feel would 
be overwhelmed with grief. But he wil! not 
forget the God of all comfort. He will re- 
member that gracious Redeemer, who took 
him out of the horrible pit and miry clay; who 
shed upon the darkness, that once enveloped 
him, a cheering light; who inspired him with 
hope, and put it into his heart to preach salva- 
tiol to those, who were perishing for lack of 
vision. This mighty Redeemer will be the 
rock of his confidence, anda very present help 
in trouble. It must be a subject of delightiul 
recollection to our afflicted brother, that he 
has enjoyed the privilege of being united, in 
the dearest of all reiations, with one of so 
amiable a temper; of an understanding so 
highly improved; of benevolence and piety so 
eminent; and so entirely devoted to ihe best 
of causes. He will also love to remember the 
favor which God has conferred upon his belov- 
ed partner, in enabling her to do and suffer so 
much, and permitung her to die thus early, 
for the name 6f Jesus; in permitting her to be 
the first martyr te the missionary cause from 
the American world; in removing her after so 
short a warlare, from a world of sin and sor- 
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row, andcarrying her so quickly through a 
course of discipline, which prepared her for a 
crown of distingished glory. The God of 
Jacob bless and comfort our dear brother, 
and give him strength according to his day. 
And may this severe trial be turned to the 
furtherance of the gospel among the heathen. 


FRIENDS OF THE MISSIONARY CAUSE; 


Let not your hearts be troubled by the ad- 
verse circumstances which have attended the 
commencement of our FOREIGN Mission. Re- 
collect the various hindrances, disappoint- 
ments, and sufferings, encountered by the 
APOSTLES, THE FIRST MISSIONARIES OF 
curist, who yet were destined to spread the 
triumphs of his cross through the world. The 
experience of ages leads us to expect that 
designs of great moment, especially those 
which relate to the advancement of Christ’s 
kingdom will be opposed by mighty obstacles. 
The adverse circumstances, therefore, which 
have attended the outset of our Foreign Mis- 
sion, are far from presenting any discourage- 
ment. They rather afford new evidence, that 
this Mission is to be numbered with all other 
enterprises, calculated to promote the honor 
of God and the welfare of men. These vari- 
ous trials, Brethren, are doubtless intended 
not only to qualify Missionaries for greater 
usefulness, but also to humble and purify all 
who are laboring and praying for the conver- 
sion of the heathen. How effectually do these 
events teach us, that no human efforts can en- 
sure success; that the best qualifications of 
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missionaries abroad, with the largest liberali- 
ty and mest glowing zeal of thousands at home 
will be of ne efficacy, without the blessing of 
God. When by salutary discipline, he shall 
have brought his servants to exercise a suita- 
ble spirit of humility and dependance, and in 
other respects prepared the way, no doubt he 
will give glorious success. The cause is his; 
and itis vain to depend for its prosperity on 
human exertions. The death of Mrs. New- 
ELL, instead of overcasting our prospects, will 
certainly turn tothe advantage of missions: 
It will correct and instruct those, who are la- 
boring for the spread of the gospel. The 
publication of her virtues will quicken and ed- 
ify thousands. It will also make it apparent, 
that the missionary cause bas irresistible at- 
tractions for ihe most excellent characters. 
Her character will be rdeacfied with that holy 
cause. Hencetortli, every one, who remem- 
bers HarrizgT Newer t, will remember THe 
Foreign Misston rkom America. And eve- 
ry one who reads the history of this Misston. 
will be sure to read the faithful record of her 
exemplary life and triumphant death. Thus 
all her talents, the advantages of her educa- 
tion, the beauties of her mind; the amiableness 
of her manners, her retined taste, her willing 

hess to give up all that was dear to her in her 
native land. ber fervent love to Christ, her de- 
sites and prayers for the advancement of his 
kingdom, ber patience and fortitude in suffer- 
ins and thé divine consolations which she en- 
jo: d, will all redourd « the honor of that 
sacied cause, to which ali she had was devoted, 
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Her life, measured by months and years, was 
short; but far otherwise, when measured by 
what she achieved. She was the happy instru- 
ment of much good to the holy kingdom 
of Christ, which deserved ai] her affections 
and all her labors. She died in a glorious 
cause. — Nor did she prav, and weep and die, 
yin vain. Other causes may miscarry, but this 
will certainly triumph. The’ Lorn God of 
Israel bas pledged his perfections for its suc- 
cess The time is at hand, when the various 
‘twibes of India, and all the nations and kindreds 
of the earth shall fall down before the Kine 
or Zrgn, and submit cheerfully to his reign. 
A glorious work is to be done among the na- 
tions. Christ is to see the travail of his soul, 
and all bis benevolent desires are to be satis- 
‘fied. The infinite value of his atoning blood 
is to be completely and universally illustrated; 
and the full orbed splendor of redeeming love 
will every where shine forth. The power of 
God wili soon accomplish a work, which seen 
in distant prospect, has made thousands, now 
sleeping in Jesus leap for joy. Biessed are 
they who are destined to live, when the earth 
shall be filled with the knowledge of the 
Lorp. And blessed are we, who live so near 
that day, aud even begin to see its heavenly 
dawn. O Sun oF RIGHTEOUSNESS, alise; 
shine upon the dark places of the earth; fiil 
he word with thy glorious light. AmEN. 
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THE following Memoirs of Mrs. NEweEtLt aré 
drawn aimost entirely from her own writings, 
Waothing has been addeu, but what seemed nec- 
essary, to give the reader a gencral view of 
her character, and to explain sume fariucular 
gocurrences in which she was coverrned. These 
memoirs coniain only a fart of her letters and 
journal. The whole would have made a large 
volume. the labor of the compiler has been to 
select. and occasional), especially im her earlier 
writings, to abridge The letters and journal 
of this modest, unambitrous female would have 
been confined to the circle of her pfrarticular 
friends, had not the closing scenes of her life, 
und the missionary xeul which has recently 
been kindled in this country, excited im the fiub- 
lic mind a tévely interest in her character, and 
given the christian community a kind of projier- 
ty in the frroductions of her pen.’ It was 
obviously most proper to arrange her writings 
according to the order of time; so that im a 
connec’ed series of letters, and exiracts from 
her diary, the reader might be under advanta- 
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Ses to observe the frrogress of her mind, the 
development ef her moral worth, and some of 
the most important events of her life. 

This ediiion has received various corrections, 
and the addition of some very interesting papers, 
lately communicated from dr. Newell; besides 
a Table of Contents, 


MEMOIRS 


MRS. HARRIET NEWELL. 


THE subject of these memoirs was a daugh- 


ter of Mr. Moses Atrwoop, a merchant of 


Tlavernitn, Mass aid was born Oct. 10, 
1796. Her childhood was marked with cheer- 
fulness. sensibility, and a taste for reading. 
She manifested no peculiar and lasting seri- 
cusness before the year 1806. In the sums 
mer of that year while at the Academy in 


_ Bradlord, a place highly favored of the Lord, 
she first became the subject of those deep re- 


ligious impressions, which laid the foundation 
of her christian life. With several of her 
companions in study, she was roused to attend 
to the one thing needful. They turned off 
their eyes from behoiding vanity, and employ- 
ed their leisure in searching the Scriptures, 
and listening to the instructions of those, who 
taught them the way of life. A few extracts 
from letters which she wrote to Miss L. K. of 
Bradford, will in some mevsure, shew the 
state of her mind at thatlme. _* 


i806. 


“Dear L. YxeEp your kind instructions now 
as muchas ever, | should be willing to leave 
every thing for God; willing to be called by 
any name which tongue can utter, and to un- 
. ee 
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dergo any sufferings, if it would but make me 
hunsble, and be for his gloty. Do advise me 
what I sball do for his glory. I care not for 
myself. Though he lay ever so much upon 
me } wouid be content. Oh, could I but recal 
this summer!—But it is past never to return. 
I have one constant compauion, the Bris, 
from. which I derive the greatest comfort. 
This, 1 intend for the future shall guide me, 

Did your ever read Doddridge’s Ser- 
mons to Young People? They are very beau- 
tiful sermons. It appears strange to me, why 
I am net more interested in the cause of 
Christ when he has done so much for us! But 
J wil form a resolution that 1 will give myself 
up entirely to him. Pray for me, that my heart 
may be changed. _I long for the happy hour 
‘when we shall be free from all sin and enjoy 
God in heaven. But if it would be for his 
glory, I should be willing to live my three- 
score years and ten. My heart bleeds for our 
companions who are on the brink of destruc- 
tion, In what manner shall 1 speak to them? 
But perhaps I am in the same Way.” 

In another letter to the same friend she 
says; “What did Paul and Silas say to the 
jailor? Belevein the Lord Jesus and thou shait 
be saved. Let us do the same. Let us im: 
prove the accepted time, and make our peace 
with God. This day my L, L have formed a 
resoluuon that I will devote the remainder of 
My lile entively to the service of my God,— 
Write tome. fell me my numerous outward 
faults; though you knew not the faults of my 
heart, yet veli me ail you know, that I may im-. 
prove, I shall receive it as a token of love.” 
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“Sept. i, 1806. A large number of my com- 
panions of both sexes, with whom I have as- 
sociated this summer, are in deep distress for 
their immortal souls. Many, who were for- 
merly gay and thoughtless, are now in tears, 
anxiously inquiring what they shall do to be 
saved. Oh how rich is the mercy of Jesus! 

le dispenses his favors to whom he pleases, 
without regard to age or sex. Surely itisa 
wonderful display of the sovereignty of God, 
to make mea subject of his kingdom, while 
‘many of my companions, far more amiable 
than J am, are left to grovel in the dust, or to 
mourn their wretched condition, without one 
gieam of hope. . 

Sent 4 I have just parted with my com- 
panions, with whom I have spent three months 
at the Academy. I have felt a strong attach- 
ment to many ef them, particularly to those 
who have been hopefully renewed the sutumer 
past. But the idea of mecting them in_hcav- 
en, never more to bid them farewell, sileuced 
every painiul thought 

Sept. 10. Been indulged with the privilege 
of visiting a Christian friend this afternoon. 
Sweet indeed to my heart is the society of the 
friends of Emmanuel. I never knew true joy 
until [ found it in the exercise of religion. 

Sent 18. How great are the changes which 
take place in my mind in the course of one 
short day! I have felt deeply distressed for the 
depravity of my heart, aud have been ready to 
despair of the mercy of God. But the light 
of divine truth has this evening irradiated my 
soul, and { have enjoyed such composure as | 
never knew bejore. 
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Sept. 20. This has been a happy day to me. 
When conversing with a christian friend upon 
the love of Jesus, I was Jost in raptures. My 
soul rejoiced in the Lord, and joyed in the 
God of my saivation. A sermon preached by 
Mr. M. this evening has increased my happi- 
ness. This is too much for me, a sinful worm 
of the dust, deserving only eternal punish- 
ment. Lord it is enough, 

Oct. 6& The day on which Christ arose from 
the dead, has again returned. How shall J 
spend it? Oh, how the recollection of mispent 
Sabbaths, embitters every present enjoy ment. 
With pain do I remember the holy hours, 
which were sinned away. Frequently did I 
repair to novels, to shorten the irksome hours 
as they passed. Why was I not cut off in the 
midst of ¢his my wickedness? 

Oct. 10. Oh how much have I enjoyed of 
God this day! Such views of his holy charac- 
ter, such a desire to giorify his holy name, I 
never before experienced, Oh that thisframe 
might continue through life. 

«My willing soul would stay 
In such a frame as this; 
And sit and sing herself away 
To everlasting bliss.” 

This is my birth day. Thirteen year's of 
my short life have gone forever. 

Oct. 25, Permitte.! by my heavenly Father, 
once more to hear the gospel’s joyful sound, 
I have enjoyed greater happiness than tongue 
can describe. 1 have indeed been joyful in 
the bouse of prayer. Lord-let me dwell in 
tby presence forever. 


f 
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Nov. 2. How wonderful is the superabound- 
ing grace of God! Called at an early age to 
reflect upon my lost condition, and to acce pt 
of the terms of salvation, how great are my 
obligations to live a hoiy life. 

Nov. 4 Examination at the Academy. The 

young ladies to be separated, perbaps for life. 
Wh, how affecting the scence! I have bic my 
companions farewell. Though they are en- 
deared to me by the strongest ties of aff ciion, 
-yet I must be separated from them, perhaps 
never to meet them more, till the resurrec- 
‘tion The season has been remarkable tor re- 
ligious impressions. But the harvest is past, 
the sunimer is ended, and there are numbers 
who can say we are not saved. 
_ Nov. 25. A dear Christian sister called on 
‘me this afternoon. Her pious conve~sation 
y produced a solemn, but pleasing effect upon 
my mind Shali | ever be so unspeakably 
happy, as to enjoy the socicty of holy beings 
in heaven? 


“Oh to grace how great a debtor!”: 


Dec. $§ 1 have had great discoveries of the 
wickedness of my heart these three days past. 
But this eveving God has graciously revealed 
himself to me in the beauty and glory of his 
character. ‘he Savior provided for fallen man, 
is just such aone as ] need. He is the one 
altogether lovely 

Lee. 7 With joy we welcome the morning, 
of another Sabbath. Ob let this holy day be 

consecrated entirely to God. My Sabbaths on 
earth will soon be ended, but | look forward 
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with jov unutterable to that holy day, which 
will never have an end, 

Dec 8 This evening has been very pleas- 
antly spent with my companions, H. andS B. 
The attachment which commenced as it were 
in infancy, has been greatly strengthened since 
their minds have been religiously impressed, 


How differently are our evenings spent now 


from what they formerly were. How many 
evenings have I spent with them in thought+ 
less vanityand giddy mirth. We have been 
united in the service of Satan; O that we may 
now be united in the service of God. 

Dec. 11. This morning has been devoted to 
the work of self-examination. Though I find 
within me an evil heart of unbelief, prone to 
depart from the fiving God, yet T have a hope, 
a strong, unwavering hope, which I would not 
renounce for worlds. . Bless the Lord. O my 
soul, for this blessed assurance of eternal life, 

Dec 15. Grace, free grace is still my song. 
Tam lost in wonder aid admiration, when I 
reflect upon ihe dealings of God with me, 
When J] meet with my associates, who are in- 
volved in nature’s darkness, I am constrained 
10 cry with the poet, 

“Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there’s room? 

When thousands make « wretched choiee, — 
And rather starve than come.” ‘ 

Dec. $1. Visis day has past away rapidly 
and happily. ©, the real bliss that I have 
é€njoyed; such love to God; such a desire to 
glorify him, I never possessed before. The 
hour of sweet rejease will shortly come; O, 


what joyful tidings. 
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Jan. 3. A swevt and abiding sense of divine 
things, still reigns within. Bad health prevents 
ed my attending public worship this day. I ~ 
have enjoyed an unspeakable calmness of mind 
‘and a heart burning with love to my exalted 
Savior. O, how shal} I find words to express 
the grateful feelings of my heart. 0, for an 
angel’s tongue to praise and exalt my Jesus! 

Jan. 5. \ have had exalted thoughts of the 
‘character of God this day. J have ardently 
longed to depart and be with sesus. 

Jan, 9. How large a share of peace and joy 

has been mine this evening. The society of 
Christians detights and animates my heart. O 
how I love those, who love my Redeemer.» 
» March 25. Humility has been the subject of 
my meditations this day. I find I rave been 
‘greatly deficient in this Christian grace. O 
for that meek and lowly spirit which Jesus ex- 
hibited ia the days of his flesh, 

March 25. Little E.’s birth day. Reading 
of those children who cried hosanna to the 
Son of David, wheu he dwelt on earth, I are 
dently wished that this dear child might be 
sanctified. She is not too young to be made a 
subject of Emmanuel’s kingdom. 

May 1. Where is the cross which Chris- 
tians speak of so frequently? All that { do for 
Jesus is pleasant. Though perhaps | am ridi- 
culed by the gay and thoughtless for my 
choice of religion, yet the inward comfort 
which I enjoy, doubly compensates me for all 
this. Ido not wish for the approbation and 
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love of the world; neither for its splendor nor 
its riches. For one blest hour at God’s right 
hand, I’ll give them all away. ~~ A 3B 
ee se 
Extracts of a Letter to her sister M. at Byfeld 
Haverhill, Aug. 26, 807. 
—“In what an importart station you aie pla- 
ced! The pupils committed to your care will 
be either adding to your condemnation in the 
eternal world, or increasing your everjasting 
happiness At the awful tribunal of your. 
Judge you will meet them, and there give an 
account of the manner in which you have in- 
structcd them, Have you given them that 
advice which they greatly need? Have you 
instructed them in religion? Oh my sister! 
how earnest, how engaged ought you to be for 
their tmmortal welfare | Reevilect the hour is 
drawing near, when you and the young ladies 
committed to your care, must appear before 
God. Ifyou have invited them to come to the 
Savior, aud make their peace with him, how 
happy wiil you then be! But on the other 
hand, if you have been negligent; awful wiil be 
your situxuon. May the God of peace be with 
you. May we meet on the right hand of God, 
and spend an cternity in rejoicing in his favor. 
Harrier Arwoop.” 
——3 +e 

When the subject of these Memoirs was a 
member of Bradiord Academy, it was custom- 
ary for her companions in study, whose minds 
were turned to religious subjects, to maittain 
a familiar correspondence with each othv. A 
few specimens of the letters which Hannrer 
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wrote to one of her particular friends at that 
time, will show the nature of the corresponds 
ence. 


} * 


: ee a puny - 

To Miss F. W. of Bradford Academy. 

Bradford Academy, Sept. 1807. 
“As we are candidates tor eternity, how cares 
ful ought we to be, that religion be our prin- 
@ipal concern. Perhaps this night our souls 
may be requiretl of us—jve may end our exist-. 
ence here, and enter the eternal world. Are 
we prepared to meet our Judge? Do we 
depend upon Christ’s righteousness for ac- 
septance? Are ave convinced of our own sin- 
fulness, and inability to help ourselves? Is 
Christ’s love esteemed more by us, than the 
friendship of this worid? Do we feel willing to 
take up our cross daily and folloy Jesusé 
, fhese questions, my dear Miss W. are impor- 
vant; and if we can answer thei in the affirma- . 
tive, we are prepared for God to require our 

souls of us when he pleases. 

May the Spirit guide you, and an interest in 
the Savior be given you. Adieu. Haran.” 

ee 

To-Miss F, W. of Bradford Academy. 

Bradford Academy, Sept. U1, €807. 
“As heirs of immortality, one woud naturally 
imagine, we should strive to enter in at the 
strait gate, and use all our endeavors to be 
heirs of furure happiness. But alas! how in- 
finitely short do we fall of the duty we owe to 
Gop; and toourown souls! O my tricnd, could 
yen look into my heart, what combd you uiere 
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find, but a sinful stupidity, and rebellion 
against God? But yet J dare to hope! O how 
surprising, how astonishing is the redemption, 
which Christ has procured, whereby sinners: 
may be reconciled to him, and through his 
merits dare to hope! O may his death animate 
us:to holy obedience. HA 2. 
— ee 
To Miss F. W. of Buadford Academy. 
Bradford Academy, Sept. 1807- 
“Flow solemn, my dear Miss W. 1s the idea, 
that we must soon part! Solemn as it is, yet 
what is it, when compared with parting at the 
bar of God, and being separated through alt 
eternity! Religion is worth our attention, and 
every moment of our lives ought to be devot- 
ed to.its concerns. Time is short, but eterni- 
ty is loi; and when we have ouce plunged 
into that fathomless abyss, Gur situation will 
never be altered. If we have served God 
here, and prepared for death, glorious will be_ 
our reward hereafter. But if we have not, 
and have havdened our hearts against the Lord, 
cur day of grace wili be past, and our souls ir- 
recoverably lost. O «then, let us press for- 
ward, and seek and serve the Lord here, that 
we may enjoy him hereafter. Favor me with: 
frequeat visits while we are together, and 
when we part, let epistolary visits be constant. 
Adicu, yours, &c. Hakrriey.” 
a to 
A very frequent aud affectionate correspon- 
dence was continued between Miss Atwood 
and -he same iriend after she left the Acade- 
my and returned to Beyeriy, her place of resi- 
dence. 


} 
‘ 
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To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 
Haverhill, Oct. 12, 1807. 

“Oncw more, my dear Miss WI take my 
peo aod attempt writing a few lines to you. 
Shall religion be my theme? What other suh- 
ject can I choose, that will be of any impor- 
tance to our immortal souls? How little do we 
realize that we are probationers for eternity? 
We have entered upon an existence that will 
never end; and in the future world shall either 
enjoy happiness unspeakably great, or suffer 
misery Ib the extreme to all eternity. We 
have every inducement to awake from the 
sleep of death, and to engage in the cause of 
Christ. {bh this time of awful declension, God 
calls loudly upon us to enlist under his. ban- 
ners, and promote his glory in a sinful, stupid 
world, If we are brought from a state of 
darkness into God’s marvellous light, and are 
turned from Satan to the Redeemer, how 
Se ought we tobe. Thousands of our 

ge are at this presem: period, going on in 
thoughticss security; and why are not we lett? 
It is of God’s mfinite mercy and free abound- 
ing grace. Can we not with our whole hearts 
bow betore the King of kings, and suy, “hot 


* wato us, HOt unto us, but to thy name be all 


the giory.” O, my dear Miss W. why are 
oar affections placed one moment upon this 
world, when the great things of religion are 
of so vast importance? O that God would 
rend bis heavens and come down, and awaken 
our stupid drowsy senses. What great rea- 
son huve L to complain of my stubborn will, 
and moury my unworthy tweatment el the Son 


“ 
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of God! Thou alone, dear Jesus, canst soften 
the heart of stone, and bow the will to thy ho- 
ly sceptree Display thy power in our bearty 
and make us fit subjects for thyKingdom above. 

How happy did I feei when 1 red your af- 
fectionate epistle; and that happincss was 
doubly increased, when you observed that you 
should, on the Sabbath succeeding, be engaged 
in the solemn transaction of giving yourself 
10 God, publicly in an everlasting covenant. 
My sincere desire and earnest prayer at the 
throne of grace shall ever be, that you may 
adorn the profession which you have made, and 
become an advocate for the religion of Jesus. 

Let us obey the solemn admonition we daily 
receive, and prepare to meet our God. May 
the glorious and blessed Redeemer who can 
reconcile rebellious mortals to himself, make 
‘us both holy, that we may be happy. Write 
soon and often. Iam yours affectionately,H.A.” 

aR ra ie fi 
To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 
Haverhill, Dec. 2, 1807. 

““Mosr sinécrely do I thank you, my dear Miss 
W. for your kind and affectionate epistle, 
which you last favored me with. Is. religion 
and the concerns of futurity still the object of 
your attention? New scenes daily open to us, 
and there is the greatest reason to fear that 
some of us will full short at last of an interest 
jn Jesus Christ. A few more rising and set- 
ting suns, and we shall be called to give an 
account to our final Judge, of the manner in 
which we have improved otr probationary 
state; then, then the religign which we pre; 
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fess,.—will it stand the test? O! let us with 
the greatest care, examine ourselves, and see 
if our religion will cover us from the storms 
of divine wrath;—whether our chief desire is 
to glorify God, to honor his cause, and to be- 
come entirely devoted to him. What a word 
is Lrernirr! Let vis reflect upon it; although 
we cannot penetrate into its unsearchable 
depths, yet perhaps it may-have an impres- 
sive weight upon our minds, and lead us toa 
constant preparation for that hour, -when we 
shall enter the confines of that state, and be 
either happy or miseiable through an endless 
curation. 

Last evening I attended a conference at Mr, 
H’s. Mr B- addressed us from these words, 
“I pray thee have me excused,’ His design 
was to shew what excuses the unconverted 
_person will make for not attending tothe calis 
of religion, It was the most soiemn confer- 
ence lever heard. O! my friend, of what in- 
finite importance is it, that we be faithful in 
the cause of onr Master, and use ail our en- 
deavors to giorily him, tle short space of time 
we bave to live on earth O! may we so live, 
that when we are called to exter the eternal 
worid, we may with satisfaction give up our 
accounts, and go where we can bel-oid the 
King in his giory. We have every thing 
to engave us In the concerns of our immortal 
souls. li we will bat accept of Corist Jesus as 
he 1s freely offeredto us in the gospel, com- 
mitung ourselyes unreservediv into his hands, 
all wii be ours, lite and death, things present, 
wud things to come. We shoud desire to be 
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holy as Godis holy. And in some degree we 
must be holy, even as he is, or we can never 
enter that holy habitation where Jesus dwells. 
O! my dear Miss W. I cannot but hope that 
you are now engaged for Christ, and are de- 
termined not to let this world any longer en- 
- gross your attention. Be constant in prayer. 
Pray that your friend Harriet may no longer 
be so stupid and inattentive to the great con- 
cerns of religion, Pray that she may be arous- 
ed from this lethargic state, and attend to 
Christ’s call. With reluctance I bid you adieu, 
my dear Miss W. Do favor me with a long 
epistle, tell me your feelings; how you view 
the character of God in the atonement for sin- 
ners. May we have a part in that purchase, 

Remember yeur friend, HARRIET.” 

— Ee + mee 
To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 

Haverhill, Feb. 13, 1808, 
“Accept, my dear Miss W. my sincere thanks 
for your epistle. ~Your ideas of the necessity 
of religion in the Jast extremity of expiring 
nature, perfectly coincide with mine. Yes, al- 
though we may reject the Savior and become 
_ engaged in the concerns of this vain and wick- 
ed world; although while in youth and health, 
we may live as though this world were our 
home, yet when the hour of dissolution shall 
draw near, when eternity shall be unfolded 
to our view, what, at that trying moment, 
will be our consolation, But an assurance of 
pardoned guilt, and an interest in the nier- 
ats of Christ the Redeemer? We are now 
probationers for a never-ending state ef cx- 
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istence, and are forming characters, upon 
which our future happiness or misery de- 
pends. O, if we could only have a sense of 
these all important considerations:—How 
criminally stupid are we, when we know that 
these are eternal realities! Why are we not 
alive to God and our duty, and dead to sin? 
his world is astate of trials,a vale of tears; 
itis not ourhome. But an eternity of happi- 
ness or woe hangs on this inch of time. Soon 
will our state be unalterably fixed. O let this 
solemn consideration have its proper weight on 
our minds, and let us now be wise for eternity. 
How little are we engaged to promote the 
interest of religion. At this day, when the 
Joye of many waxeth cold and iniquity increas- 
eth, how ought every faculty of our souls to 
be alive to God. 
- Do write ofcten, and perhaps the blessing of 
an all-wise God. may attend your epistles. In 
your earnest supplications at the throne of al- 
mighty grace, remember your affectionate, 
though unworthy friend, =” Harrie. 


P,S. I long to see you and unfold to you 
the inmost recesses of my heart. Do wake it 
convenient to visit H. this spring, andacthough 
it may be unpleasing to you to hear the wick- 
edness of your friend Harriet’s heart, yet per- 
haps you, my dear Miss W. can say some- 
thing which will now make me resolye in ear- 
nest, that let others serye whom they will, | 
will serve the Lord.” 
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To the same, dated H. April 20, 1808, 
“Turis morning my beloved Miss W your kind 
epistle was handed me, in which you express 
a wish that it might find me engaged in the 
cause of God. QO that your wish could be 
gratificd! But let me tell you, I am still the 
same careless inattentive creature —W hat in 
this world can we find capable of satisfying 
the desires of our immortal souls! Not one of 
the endowments which are derived from any 
thing short of God, will avail us in the solemn 
and important hour of death Ail the vanities, 
which the world terms accomplishments, wil! 
then appear of little value. Yes, my beloved 
companion, in that moment we shall find that 
nothing will suffice to hide the real nakedness 
of the natural mind, but the furnished robe, 
in which the child of God shines with purest 
lustre, the Savior’s righteousness QO! that 
we might by the assistance of God, deck our 
souls in the all perfect robe. Our souis are 
of infinite importance, and an eternity of mis- 
ery, “where the worm dieth not, and the fire is 
not quenched,” awaits us, if we do not atvend 
to their concerns. I should be happy, my 
amiable friend, in visiting you this spring, but 
with reluctance I must decline your generous 
offer. A dear and beloved parent is in a de- 
clining state of health, and we fear, if indul- 
gent heaven do not interpose, and stop the 
course of bis sickness, death will deprive us 
ot his society and the grave open to receive 
him. OF that his life may be spared, and his 
health once more estabjished, to cheer his 
family and friends, But in ail these afflictive 
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dispensations of God’s providence, may it ever 
be my prayer, ‘not my will, O Lord, but thine 
be done.” 

I do not expect to attend B. Academy this 
summer. We shall haye a school in H. which, 
with my parents’ consent, I expect to attend. 
Do visit me this spring, my dear Miss W. 
Your letters are always received with pseasure. 
My best wisbes for your present and eternal 
happiness attend you. Lam yours, &c.. H.” 


To Miss C, P. of Newburyport. 

“Dear €. Haverhill, Feb. 16, 1808, 
Srxce you left us, death has entered our fame. 
ily and deprived us of an affectionate uncle. 
After lingering two days after you returned 
to your friends, he fell asleep, as we trust, in . 
Jesus, 

Oh, C. could you but have witnessed his 
ying struggles! Distress and anguish were 
his constant companions, till about ten min- 
‘utes before his spirit winged its way to the 
eternal world; then he was deprived of speech, 
he looked upon us, closed his eyes and expir- 
ed. He would ofter say, ‘Oh how I long for 
the happy hour’s approach when I shail find 
a sweet release; but. not my will but thine, O 
God be done.’ When we stood weeping around 
his dying bed, he looked upon us, and said, 
‘Mourn not for me my friends, but mourn for 
yourselves.” O my C. let us now be per- 
stuuaded to lay hold on Jesus, as the only Savior. 
If we trust in him for protection, he will pre- 
serve us in all the trying scenes of life, and 
when the hour of dissolution shall come, we 
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shall be enabled to give ourselves to him, and 
consign our bodies to the tomb with pleasure. — 

What a world is this! Full of anxiety and 
trouble! My dear father is very feeble; a bad 
cough attends him, which we fear will prove 
fatal. What a blessing, my friend, are par- 
ents! Let us attend to their instructions aod 
reproofs, while we possess them, that when 
death shall separate us, we may not have to 
regret that we were undutifdl. While we do 
every thing we can to make them happy, let 
us remember that it is Ged alone can compen- 
sate them for tveir labors of love. Far distant 
be the hour when either of us shall be called 
to mourn the loss of our dear parents. 

Do my dear C. write to me; tell me if this 
world does not appear more and more trifling 
to you. May the sweet influences of the Ho- 
ly Spirit, be shed abroad in your heart.  O, 
may happiness attend you in this vale of tears, 
and may you be conducted to the haven of 
eternal rest. Accept the wish of your ever af- 
fectionate Hankrer.” 

— 
To Miss C. P. of Newburyport. 
Haverhill, April 24, 1808. 
“Accept, my dear ©. my kindest acknowiedg- 
ments, for your last affe ctionate epistle, in the 
perusal of which J had the mast pieasing sen- 
sations. You observed, your contenyplatrons . 
had frequently dwelt on those heurs, we spent 
in each others’s society, whtie at Bradford 
Academy; and that you regrettéd the misim- 
provement of them. Aias! how many hours 
have we spent in trifling conyersation, which 
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will avail us nothing, Let our imaginations 
often wing their way back to those hours. 
which can never be recalled. : 
‘Tis greatly wise, to talk with our past hours, 

“And ask them what report they’ve borne to heaven, 

“And how they might have borne more welcome news.” 

Will the recollection of the moments, that 
are now speeding their flight, afford satisfac- 
tion at the last? O that we might improve our 
Ume and talents to the glory of Ged, that the 
veview of them may be pleasing. 

You ask me to write to you, and to write 
something that will awaken you from stupidi- 
ty. I would my dear C, but Iam still in the 
same careless state. 

My father still remains ina critical condi- 
tion. Permit me to request an inter. st in 
your prayers tor him; but be assured, ihere is 

“Hone, they will be more servicezble to, than 
our friend, ELARRIET,”” 
ise 
To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 

{After the death of her father. ] 


to pass through, | have flattered myseif that 
the tenderest sympathy has been awakened in 
the heart of my bejoved F, O my friend this is 
a scene peculiarly trying tome. How much 
do my circumstances require every divine 
consolation and direction, to make this death 
a suiulary warning to me. The guapdian 
ol my tender years, he, who under God has 
been made an instrument in giving me exist- 
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ence, my father, my nearest earthly friend, 
where is he? The coid clods of the vailey 
cover him, andthe worms feed upon his cold 
and lifeless body, Can it be, that I am left 
fuiberiess! Heart-rending reflection! Oh my 
dear. dcar Miss W. may you never be ieft to 
mourn the loss, which | now experience. O, 
that your parents may be spared to you, and 
you ever honor them, and be a blessiiig to 
them, even in their declining years. 

Glance a thought on mine fatherless chil- 
dren, and a widowed and afflicted mother! But 
if we are fatherless; O may we never be 
friendless. May he who has proinised to be 
the father of the fatherless, and the widow’s 
God enable us to rely upon him, and receive 
grace to help in. this time of neéd; and al- 
though the present affliction is not joyous, but 
grievous, O that it may be instrumental in 
working out a fur more exceeding and eternal 
weight of glory. 

Do come and see me—I long once more to 
embrace my friend, and to tell her what f owe 
her for all ber favors. Adieu, my beloved 
Miss W. receive thisas a token of renewed 
affection from your HakRint. 

Respects to your parents and love to sister 


N 7 
———S 

From some passages in the foregoing pa- 
pers, and also from what follows, It appears, 
that during the year 1808, she was in a state 
ot religions declension aud darkness... Ac- 
cor dite to the statement of one who was Com- 
petent to testify; “She appeared gradgally te 
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lose her fondness for retirement, and ler de- 
light in the Scriptures, and associated moré 
freely with her former gay companions. But 
nothing was manilested, which afforded any 
just ground for suspecting ber sincerity.” 
What views she entertained of that state of de- 
elension, and by what means she was recover- 
ed to duty and comfort, will appear from some 
af the following letters and diary. 
—_ to 
To Miss C. P. of Newburyport. 

Haverhill; Feb. 27, 1809. 
“My dear C. As 
What have you been reading this winter. I 
presume you have had sufficient time to ims 
prove your mivd in tie study of history, &c, 
For my part [ know not what te say, A con- 


stant round of woridly engagements and occu- 


pations have I fear engrossed far too much uf 
my ume. 

{ have of late been quite interested in read 
ing Miss Helen Maria Williams’s Letters on 
the French reyolution, apd am now reading 
Rollin’s Ancient History. In the morning of 
Nife when no perplexing cares interrupt or 
vex our minds, we shculd spend every mo- 
ment of our time in improving our minds, by 
reading or attending to conversaion that is 
beneficial. Our time is short! Perhaps we 
may be cut off in the morning of our days. O 
that we might improve each moment of our 
lives, “And make each day a criuc on {the 
Test.) Adicu, Lam, &. Masaier.” 


2 
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July 1. God has been pleased in infinite 
mercy, again to cull up my attention to cternal 
realittes. After spending more than a. year 
in the vanidi¢s of the-world—thoughtless and 
anconcerned respecting my ¢ternal welfare; 
he bas, as | humbly trast, showed me my aw- 
fui backslidings from him, and my depend- 
ance upon his grace for every blessing. 

Ido now, in the strength of Jesus, resolve 
that I will no fonger sacrifice my .immortal 
soul for what I have Aitherto deemed my tem- 
poral happiness. O tuat I might be enabled 
190 come out from the world, and to prolyss 
Christ as my Redeemer before multitudes, | 
now see, that I have cujoyed no bappiness in 
may pursuit of wogdly pleasure. Nor in the 
play-toom—not ib the vain and idle conversa 
ton of my companivis, not in the bustle of a 
crowded life, have Li found hippiness. Phis 
beaven-born guest is found only in the bosona 
of the child of Jesus. Hlow awfully aggravat- 
ed will be my condemnation, If 1 do not, after 
this secord call awaken ail my drowsy tacuities 
and become carneséy cugaged for God. 

July 10, How foolishly, bow wickedly have 
J spent this day! What bave 1 dene for God? 
Nuthing | fear. © bow imeny mispent days 
shail ib have to auswer, ut the tribunal ofa 
holy Judge! Then how does it become me, to 
set a watch upon my behavior, as une that 
must shortly give an account to God. O thou 
biessed Jesus, grant thy assistanes, that 1 may 
dive as Lougbt. > 
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July 16. Sabbath morn. Solemnly impres- 
sed with a sense of my duty to God, I enteréd 
his holy courts: this morning, What am J,- 
that I should be blessed with the grospel’s jey- 
ful sound, while so many are now perishing in 
heathen darkness Jor lack of the knowledge of 
Christ ; 

Sabbath eve. | have now offered myself to 

the Chureh of God, and haye been assisted by 
him. Perhaps they will not receive me; but, 
© God, wilt ¢iou accept me through a Me- 
<iator. é 
_ Thave now let my companions see, I am 
mot ashamed of Jesus. O that I might not dis- 
honor the cause, I am about professing. In 
Christ alone, will I put my trust, and rely en- 
urely on Ats righteousness for the pardon of 
my aggravated transgressions. 
_ July \7. Have spent the day at home. [ 
think I have enjoyed something of God’s pres- 
ence. Felt a disposition, frequently to call 
upon him by prayer and supplication. 

July 18. At this late hour,;when no one be- 
holaeth me but God, how solemniy—how sin- 
cerely ought [ to be engaged for him? 

The family are retired torest. he dark- 
ness and silence of the night, and the reflee- 
tion, that the night of death will soon overtake 
me, conspire to affect my mind. What have [ 
done this day for God? Have IJived asa stratt- 
ger and pilgrim on the earth; as one that must 
_ soon leave this world, antl ‘*go the way from 
whence no traveller returns!” 


52 Mrs. Nvs Letters and {1809. 


O that I were more engeged for God— 
more engaged to promote his cause, in the 
midst of a perverse generation. 

July 20. This eyening I] had a most solemn 
meeting with one of my dear and most inti- 
mate companions. i warned her in the most 
expressive language of my heart, to repent. 
She appeared affected. I left her, and after 
returning home, | trust, I was enabled to com- 
mend her to the God of infinite merey, and to 
ayrestle with him for her conviction and con- 
version. 

July 22. Was informed that appeared 
‘serious and uuusually affected. O that God 
might work a work of grace in his heart, and 
enable him to resign all earthly vanities, for an 
interest in the great Redeemer. He has tal- 
ents, which if abused, will only add to his ev- 
erlasting condemnation. O thou God of in- 
finite mercy—thou who hast had pity on me, 
shew him mercy, and awaken him to a sense. 
of his situation, before the things that concern 
iis peace, are hid, forever, from his eyes.. 

July 30. Sabbath day. Arose this morning, 
but little impressed with a sense of the duties 
before me, upon this holy day. My health 
obliged me to decline going to the house of 
God ini the mornitg. But I think I could say, 
it was good for me to be afflicted. God was 
graciously pleased to assist me in calling upon 
his name, and permitted me to wrestle with 
him in prayer for the prosperity of Zion, and 
for the conversion of sinners. I felt a desire 
that every one of my friends might be brought 
to a knowledge of the truth. This alternoon { 
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have attended meeting, and heard a most ex- 
cellent sermon preached by Mr. W. from Matt. 
xxvi, 6—13. He passed the Sabbath with us, 
and gave us excellent instructions. But of 
what use is advice and religious conversation 
to me, if Ido not improve them as I ought? 
These instructions will rise up in judgment 
against me and condemn nie, if I am not, in- 
deed a chiid of God. O for a heart to love 
God more, and live more to bis glory. How 
can I hope to enter that heavenly rest, pre- 
pared for the people of Jesus, when I so often 
transgress his laws, 

Aug. 6. Lord’s Day Morning. Upon this sa- 


‘cred morning, O that the Holy Spirit of God 


would enliven and animate my cold and stupid 
affections. O that I might this day emer his 
earthly courts, worship him in an acceptable 
manner, profess his name before a scoffing 
world, sit down at his table, and partake in 


, faith, of the body and blood of Jesus. 


Sabbath Hve. And now I have entered into 
the most solemn enyagement to be the. Lord’s. 
I have confessed Christ before the worid—I 
have renounced my wicked companions—I 
have solemnly promised, that denying ungod- 
hiuess and every wordiy lust, I will live sober- 
ly, righteously and godly in this present world. 
lt I should, after taking these solemn vows 
and cov: nant engagements upon me, dishonor 
the cause of my Redeemer—if | should give 
the enemies of religion reason to say, there is. 
nothing in religion—if I shuuld again return 
to ms lormer courses, O how dreadlully ag- 
giavaied wiil be my condemnation! What ex- 
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cuse could I render at the tribunal of a just 
Judge? My mouth would be stopped, and f 
should plead guilty before him How then 
does it become me to watch and pray, lest the 
devices of Satan, the world, or my own re- 
maining corruptions, should lead me inte 
temptation. 

In thee, O God, do I put my trust, from 
thee do I hope to obtain mercy in the day of 
retribution, 

Aug. al: How stupid, how cold TI crow! 
Where’ is that fervor—that zeal—that anima- 
tion T ought to have, after professing to know 

and receive Jesus, as my Redeemer? How 
alluring are the vanities of time? How prone 
my heart to wander from God? How ready to 
engave in the trifics of this wicked world? 
Descend, thou holy Spirit: Breathe into my 
soul a flame of ardent love; let not my affec- 
tions wander from the one, and only thing 
that is needful. 


a 


THE, FOLLOWING SUMMARY ACCOUNT OF HER 
RELIGIOUS EXERCISES WAS FOUND AMONG 
HER PRIVATE PAPERS. 

August 27, 1809. 

“A Review of past religious experience i 
have often found uscful and encouraging. On 
this account i have written dowu the exercises 
of my mind, hoping that, by frequently reading 
them, I may be led to adore the riches of sove- 
reign grace, praise the Lord fer his lormer 
kindness to me, and fec] cneouraged to verse. 
yerc in a holy life. 


-_ 
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“The first ten years of my life were spent in 
vanity. I was entirely ignorant of the deprav- 
ity of my heart. The suramer that I entered 
my eleventh year, I attended a dancing school. 
My conscience would sometimes tell me, that 
my time was foolishly spent; and though I had 
never heard it intimated, that such amusements. 
were criminal;—yet I could not rest, until I 
had solemnly determined that, when the school 
closed, I would immediately become religious, 
But these resolutions were not carried into cf- 
fect. Althdugh I attended every day to secret 
prayer, and read the Bible with greater atten- 
tion than before; yet I soon became weary of 


' these exercises, and, by degrees, omitted en- 


tirely the duties of the closet. When I enter- 
ed my thirteenth year, ] was sent by my pa- 
rents to the Academy at Bradford, A revival 
of religion commenced in the neighborhood, 
which in a short time spread into the school. 
A large number of the young ladies were anx- 
fously inquiring, what they should do to in- 
herit eternal life. I began to iuquire what 
these things meant. My attention was sol- 
emnly called to the concerns of my immortal 
soul. {f was a stranger to hope; and I feared 
the ridicule of my gay companions. My 
heart was opposed to the character of God; 
and I felt that, if I continued an enemy to his 
government, I must eternally perish. ~My 
convictions of sin were not so pungent and 
distressing, as many have had; but they were 
of long continuance. It was more than three 
months, before I was brought to cast my soul 
on the Savior of sinners, gud rely on him alone 
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for salvation The ecstacies, iter: many new- 
born sculs possess, were not wine. But if I 
was no. lost in rapture on refiecting upon 
what I] bad escaped, I was filled with a sweet 
peace, a heavenly calmness, which I never can 
describe. ‘Lhe honors, applauses, and titles, 
of this vain world, appeared like trifles ight 
as air, The character of Jesus appeared infi- 
nitely lovely, and I could say with the Psaim- 
its. whom have I in heaven but thee, and there 
in none on earth I desive besides thee. Tie 
awful gull I had escaped, filled me with aston- 
ishment. My gay associates were renounced, 
and the friends of Jesus became my dear 
friends. The destitute, broken state of the 
church at Haverhill, prevented me from open- 
ly professing my. faith in Jesus; but it was a 
privilege, which I longed to enjoy. But alas! 
these seasons so precious did not long con- 
tinue. Soon was I led to exclaim—O that I 
were as in months past! My zeat for the cause 
of religion aimost entirely abated; while this 
vain world engrossed my affections, which had 
been consecrated to my Redeemer, My Bi- 
ble, once so lovely, was entirely negiected. 
Novels and romances engaged ny thoughts, 
and hour after hour was toolishly and sinfuiiy 
spent in the perusal of them. The company 
ol Christians became, by degrees, irksome and 
unpicasant, 1 endeavored to shun them. Lhe 
voice of conscience would frequently whisper, 
‘ail is pot right? Many a sicepless night have 
T passed aiter a day of vanity and sin. But 
suca conflicts did not bring me home to the 
fold, from which, like a stray lamb, I had wai- 
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dered far away. A religion, which was inti- 
smately connected with the amusements of the 
world, and the friendship of those who are at 
enmity with God, would have suited well my 
depraved heart. But I knew that the religion, 
of the Gospel was vastly different. It exalts 
the Creator, while it humbles the creature in 
the dust. 
, ©Such was my awful situation! I lived only 
to wound the ceuse of my ever blessed Savior. . 
ae Oh my soul! when contemplating and 
cording these sins of my youth. Be aston- 
ished at the long suffering of Jehovah!—How 
great a God is our God! The death of a belov- 
ed parent and uncle, bad but little effect on my 
hard heart. Though these affiietions moved 
my passions, tlicy did not lead me to the Foun- 
tain of consolation. But Ged, who is rich in 
mercy, did not leave me here! He had prepar- 
ed my heart to receive his grace, and he glo- 
rified the riches of his mercy, by carrying on 
the work. I was providentially invited to visit 
a friend in Newburyport. I complied with 
the invitation. The evening previous to my 
return home, [ heard the Rev. Mr. MacF. kk 
was the 28th of June 1809, How did the 
truths which he delivered sink deep into my 
inmost soul! My past transgressious rose like 
great mountains before me. ‘Lhe most poig- 
nant anguish seized my mind; my carnal secu- 
yity fled; and I felt myself a guilty transgres- 
sor, naked before a holy Goc. Mr. B. return- 
ed with me the next day to Haverhill. Never, 
no, never, while memory retains her seat in 
my breast, shall I forget the affectionate smata- 
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ner in which he addressed me. His conver- 
sation bad the desired effect. 1 then made 
the solemn. resolution, as 1 trust, in the 
strength of Jesus, that I would make a sincere 
dedication of my all to my Creator, beth for 
time and eternity. This résolution produced 
a calm serenity and composure to which I had 
long been a stranger. How lovely the way of 
salvation then appeared!—O how lovely was 
iWePharacter of the Savior! The duty of pro- 
fessing,publicly on which side ] was, now “as 
impressed on my mind. I came forward, and 
offered myself to the church; was accepted; 
received into communion; and commemorat- 
ed, for the first time, the dying love of the 
blessed Jesus, August 6, 1809 his was a 
precious, season long to be remembered!—-O 
the depths of sovereign grace! Eternity wil: be 
too short to celebrate the perfections of God. 
33 “HagRIET ATWoop.” 
To Miss I’. W, of Beverly. 
Haverhill, Aug. 1809—Sabbath morn. 
“A FEW moments this sacred morning shall 
be devoted to my beioved Miss W. After dis- 
continuing for so Jong a time our correspond- 
ence, I again address you. By the endearing 
ude of a friend, T again attempt to lay open 
wy heart before you. But what shail I say? 
Shall I tell you, that since I last saw you, I 
have made great progress in divine grace? To 
you, my ever dear tiend, will ] unbosom my 
heart; 10 you wiil I describe my feelings. Yes; 
I will tell you what God has done for my soul. 
About six weeks since Ne was pleased, in in- 


1809. ] Journal in America. 50 


finite mercy, again to call up my attention te 
the concerus of my soul; again to show me the 
evil of my ways I have now publicly profes- 
sed my faith in-him. I have taken the vows of 
the covenant upon me, and solemnly surren- 
dered myself to him, eternally. O, Miss W. 
should I now be left to dishonor this holy 
cause, what would be ry eternal condemima- 
tion? O pray for me. Entreat God to have 
mercy upon me, and kcep me from falling 
After [left you at the Academy, I by degrees 
grew more and more negluctlul of serious and 
eternal realities. When ! review the past vear 
of my life; when I reflect upon the wound { 
have brought upon the blessed religion of Je- 
sus, Lam constvained io cry, why bas God ex- 
tended his mercy to the vilest of the race of 
Adam? Why has he again showed favor to 
me, after I have so wickedly abused bis pre- 
cious Invitations, and grieved his holy Spirit? 
Tt is a God, who is rich in mercy, abundant‘ia 
goodness, and of great compassion, that has 
done these great things, as I trust fur me. 
How can I be tov much engaged for him, too 
much conlormed to bis holy will, alter these 
abundant mavifestations of his love and mercy. 
O that + couid spend my few remaining days 
as [I ought, even eniiredy devoted to the de- 
lightful service of the dear Redeemer. 
Sabbitheve. IJ have just returned from the 
house of God, where 1 have heard two excel- 
lent sermons preached by our beloved pastor. 
What unspeakable priviteges we enjoy! The 
Gospel trump is sounding in our eurs, Jesus is 
proclaimed as “ready and willing to save all 
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those that come unto God by him.” And why, 
my dear Miss W. are not these privileges 
taken from us,‘and given to the heathen, who 
have never heard of a Savior, and are perish- 
jog for lack of knowledge? God is indulging 
aS with them for wise and holy ends. And if 
we-do Not estimate them according to their reat 
value, and improve nnuder the calls and ipvitas 
gions of the Gospel, there will remain for us 
“no more sacrifice, but a tearful looking for of 
judement and fiery indignation.” When sit- 
fing beneath the Gospet’s joyful sound, i think 
E can never again be caretess or inattentive to 
‘religious concerns, But how soon dees the 
world intervene between God and my soul— 
how soon do the trifling vanities of time en- 
gross my affections. O, my dear friend, did 
you know the temptations, with whieh [ ana 
surrounded, 1 am coutident you would pity me, 
and intercede for me, at the throne of grace. 
But Thave this consolation; Jesus was tempted 
wile on earth; be plies his tempted saints, 
wid wiil surely enable them tw persevere unto 
tie end. 
“ile Snows what sore temptations mean, 
©#or pe lias felc the same? 

T long dear Miss W.to see you. I long to - 
ccNycrse with you on the great importance of 
balay really children of God, [long lor yout 
assisiance while wandering in this wilderness. 
Ptbink, if 1 kuew wy heart, dean say, 1 do love 
God, aud bis chiidre:. If 1 do not love Hina, 
it lode pot dove bis image whenever see it, £ 
know nor what L jove, Vhough Providence 
&..§ fit la separate us, yet let us be active ia 
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our endeavors to assist each other in our jour- 
ney to the heavenly Canaan by our letters and 
ou’ prayers. 

I have now opened to you my heart. De 
write tome; do instruct me in the important 
doctrines of the Gospel. May your journey 
in this vale of tears be sweetened» by the pres- 
ence of the blessed Jesus. May you go on 
from strength to strength, and when you are 
reieased from this burden of clay, «ppear in 
the heavenly Jerusaleny before God, and spend 
an eternity at his right hand, where is fulness 
of joy. Adieu. J am yours, &c. 

Harriet Arwoop.” 


1809, 


Aug. 13. Again have | enjoyed sabbatlr and 
sanctuary privileges. But my heart—alas! 
how cab I ive in such dreadful stupidity! 
Awaken, O God my drowsy powers: animate 
and warm these coid and languid affections! 
Why are not my privileges taken from nse 
and given to the heathen? 

dug, 8 Lhaye been this day in the com- 
pany of some of my young and gay conmpan- 
ions. O why did [ negtect, taithfuily, to 
warn them of tbeir danger, and envreat them 
to repent! How foolish, how trifling is the 
conversation of the children of ths worid! 
Gite me but my Bipte--and my rearement; 
aud | would willingly surrender every thing 
else on earth. 

Aug. 26. How fleeting are the days appoint- 
ed to mortals! Another week has glided away. 
ii beconies me to ask myseli; have L lived te 
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the glory of God? What have I done in the 
service of Him who has done so much for me, 
even laid down his precious life, to redeem 
my soui? What answer does conscience make? 
O, that I could be enabled to come‘to that 
fountain which is open for Judah and Jerasa- 
lem to wash in; and Cleanse my soul froin ali 
pollution. The time which ought to have been 
spent in the service of a holy God, has been 
trifled away in the vanities of a wicked world. 

Aug. 27. Have again been indulged with 
sabbath and sanctuary p rivileges. The gospel 
trump has again sounded in my ears. -Chris- 
tiuns have been called to be more engaged in 
the cause of Jesus; and sinners have been af- 
fectionately urged to attend to the concerns of 
their never-dying souls. 

Mr. D. addressed us from these words; 
“Wickedness proceedeth from the wicked,” 
Alternoon, “As we have therefore opportuni- 
ty, let us do good unto all men” He e x plains 
ed the various duties incumbent on christians, 
whereby they might do good unto their fellow 
mortars. Let me examine my own heart. 
Have | done good according to the abiiity, 
with which God has blessed me, to the souls 
of my friends and acquaintance? Huw much 
reason have I to complain of my unfruitfulness 
—of my little engagedness in prayer? Awaken 
in me, O thou that hearest prayer, a disposition 
to cry, in earnest, for ths salvation of souis. 
O that [ might realize the greatness of the 
privilege, with which the blessed Jehovah 
has indulged me in giving me a throne of 
grace through the mediation of Jesus. 
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Aug. 28. I awoke last night, and spent 4 
most delightful hour in contemplating divine 
truth. The words of David flowed sweetly 
through my mind, “In the multitude of my 
thoughts within me, thy comforts delight my 
soul.”* Most willingly would I resign all 
earthly pleasures for one such hour in commu- 
nion with my God 
, Sept. 29. Mr. T. preached our preparatory 
lecture this afternoon. Text, “Jesus answer- 
ed and said my kingdom is not of this world.” 
Examined myself strictly by this question; 
Am I indeed a real member of Christ’s kings 
dom? If i am, why are my affections so Jan- 
guid—-my heart so cold—my ‘desires so few3 
for the enlargement of Christ’s kingdom? Why 
is my heart so prone to leave God? Why am [ 
so imterested in the concerns of time and 
sense ——and why are the important concerns 
4 my sou} so little regarded? Decide dearest 

esus the doubtful case. If I never yet have 
tasted and seen that thou art gracious, O let 
me ow before it be forever too late 

Attended our cunference this evening. I 
think I cnjoyed what the world could neither 
give nor take away 

Spit. 30. How inestimable the blessing of 
a sincere, a pious friend! Drank tea wiih Mrs. 
M. Jn the most friendiy manner, she spoke 
of my former conduct, and tenderly reproved 
Ee for ah incident which occurred the past 

day I acknowledged my fauit—confessed my 
obligations to her for her advice, and scusibly 
felt tke importance of watchlulness and prayer, 
that 1 might be kept from entering into temp- 
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tation. May the review of my former life, 
serve to humble me in the dust before God, 
end make me more active than ever in his 
blessed service. 

Oct. 1, The vanities of time have engaged 
too great a share of my affections. The con- 
cerns of my soul have been too much neglect- 
ed. QO, for the invigorating influences of 
the holy Spirit to animate my drowsy faculties, 
Time is short—this' month perhaps may be 
my last. Have again been permitted to sit 
down at the table af the Lord. O, how un- 
worthy am I of these precious privileges. 
Why am I suffered to enjoy them? 

Have this day heard a most solemn dis- 
course preached by Mr. D. from these words, 
“Unto you, men I call, and my voice is 
unio the sons of men.” He mentioned the 
dying exercises of a Mr. B, whose remains 
were committed to the tomb the Saturday pre- 
ceding. His resignation to the Divine will 
was remarkable. In his dying moments, he 
warned his young companions of their danger, 
while out of Christ. May this solemn stroke 
of Providence, be sanctified to the young peoe 
ple in this place. © that God, in infinite 
mercy, would be.pleased to bring M hear my 
heart, and make it the means of weaning me 
{rom this world and preparing me for the en- 
joyment of his celestial kingdom, 

Oct. 7. Another week is rolled away, and 
my probationary existence is still lengthened 
out. But to what purpose do ] live? Why am 
I supported in this world of hopfie, when Tam 
daily transgressing the laws’of a holy God, 
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and grieving his blessed Spirit? Astonishing 
grace! Wonderful compassion, that stil! pro- 
longs my days after sach rebellion? Spare me 
O my God, spare me, yet a little longer and 
by thy grace enable me to do some “tide work 
in thy vineyard. 

Oct. 12. Attended another of our conferen- 
ces. But how stupid have I felt this evening! 
It is perfectly just that I should not have en- 
joyed the light of God’s countenance; for I had 
no heart toask him, to make the evening profit- 
able to my own soul, or to the souls of ochers. 

Prayer is the breath of the christian; when 
ihat is omitted, farewell enjoyment. 

—_ te 
To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 
Haverhill, Oct. 12, 1809. 
“Tur pleasing sensations, dear Miss W. which 
your letter excited, can better be conceived; 
than described. Your affectionate advice [ 
Sincerely thank you for. “And O! that I 
might be enabled to follow it. But what shaij 
Twrite ou? Shall Itell youl grow. in prace 
and in conformity to God? Alas! 1 still bave 
reason to lament my awful stupidity, my dis- 
tance from God, and in the language of the 
publican to cry, *God be merciful to me a sin- 
ner.” “Laden with guilt a heavy Joad;” op- 
pressed with the temptation of a subtle ad- 
versury, the world ever ready to call my affec- 
tions, how.can I be supported? But hers, 
my friend, 1 find there is a way provided, 
whereby God can be just and yet yustily even 
me. In the redemption a Savior has purciiase 
¢d there is an infinite fulness, sufficientto sup: 
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ply all our wants. On the precious mount of 
Calvary hangs all my hope. In his atoning 
blood who suffered and died, my sins can be 
washed away; and however vile and loathsome 
in myself, in him I can find cleansing, What 
wonderful compassion is displayed in the 
plan of Salvation! That the Maker and Pre- 
server ofthe Universe having all things under 
his control, should net spare even his own Son, 
~ but deliver him up to die en the accursed tree, 
for mortals who had transgressed his law, and 
deserved eternal misery! This mystery of 
mysteries the angels desire to look into. That 
the jus¢ should endure the agonies ofa painful 
and ignominious death, for the unjust, is what 
we cannot comprehend. But my friend, whac 
must be our situation to all Eternity, if after 
such wonderful compassion, we should fall 
short of an interest in the death of Jesus? 
How awful must be the sentence that will be 
passed upon us who sit upder the Gospel’s 
joyful sound, if we slight the offers of salva- 
tion? O may this never be our situation! But 
by unfeigned repentance and cordial submis- 
sion to the blessed Redeemer, and by lives 
spent in his service, OQ may we be prepared 
to join the society of the Redcemed above. 
Yesterday afternoon I attended a Lecwre in 
the Academy at Bradford. The emotions 
which vibrated in my mind, while sitting in 
this Seminary of learning, I cannot describe. 
Imagination recalled those scenes which I had 
witnessed in that place. That season was a 
precious one to many sonls, when the Spirit 
vf God meyed among us, and compelled sin- 
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ners to tremble and earnestly inquire what they 
should do to inherit eternal lite. But those 
days are past. No more do | hear my com- 
panions exclaiming, “Who can dwell with 
devouring fire? Who can inherit everlasting 
burnings?” No more do I kear souls, who for 
years have been under the bondage of sin, ex- 
claim, ‘Come, and I wiil tell you what God 


hath done fer me.”’ He has, I hope, “delivered 


~ 


me from the horrible pit.and miry clay, has 
established my goings, and put a new song in- 
to my mouth, even praise to his name.” But 
under these general declensions from the 


truth of the Gospel still the “Lord doeth ail 


things well’ He will revive his work in his 


own time. He will repair the waste places of 
Zion, and sinners will again flock unto him as 
clouds and as doves to their windows. And 
blessed be his name, he makes his children 
the honored instruments iu building up his 
kingdom. Letus then, my dear Miss W. ex- 
ert all our facuities to promote his cause. Let 
ws, warn sinners of their danger, and walk 
wortby of the vocation wherewith we are Cal- 
led. Wishing you the lignt of God’s counte- 
nance, | bid you adieu. “Harner.” 


1809. 


Oct. 19. Drank tea with Mama at Mrs. 
C.’s. A conference there in the evening. Mr, 
D. paraphiased the Lord’s prayer; and was 
enabled to wrestle fervently wiih his divine 
Master for the revival of religion in this place. 
As for myself—I feit stupid—could easily 
trace ihe cause of my fcelings. tad no op 
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portunity, this day, of pouring out my soul to 
God in prayer. My mother insisted on my 
accompanying herto Mrs. €.’s; I did; though 
with as great reluctance, as I ever obeyed a 
command of her’s, So 

I know by experience, that no opportunities 
for improvement do me any good, unless the 
Divine blessing iy previously requested, 

‘Restraining prayer, we eease to fight, 
Prayer makes the christiau’s armor bright: 
And Satan, trembles when he SeeS, 

‘The weakest saint upon his knees”? 

Oct. 21. This day. God in infinite mercy has 
seen fit to grant me near access to his mercy 
seat. I have been enabled to call upon his 
name, and to plead with him, for his spiritual 
Jerusalem OQ that he would hear and accept 
any feeble petitions, and answer them for his . 
own name’s sake. i) 

Oct. 23. Have just returned from our read- 
ing society; and feel condemned for My galety 
and light conduct, before my companions. 
Have found nothing this evening to satisfy the 
desires of my souj. Greatly fear, that I have 
brought a wound upon the cause of the blessed 
Emmanuel. O that J] might be enabled to 
giorify God, by my future de votedness to him. 

Occ. 30. Two servants of Jesus Christ, cal- 
led upon us this afternoon; Mr. W. and Mr. 
E. Vheir conversation was very interesting 
and instructive. Mr. W_ informed us of the 
S€ ious attention, that aj-peared to be come 
mencing in A. O that Jehovah would pour 
down his Spirit there. © that he would ride 
rom conquering to conquer, and make not on- 
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ly A.a place of his power, but Haverhill also. 
Arise, blessed Jesus! plead thine own cause, 
and have mercy upon Zion, Now when mén 
are making void thy law, arise; build up thy 
spiritual Jerusalem, and let her no longer 
mourn, “because so few come to her Mples 
feasis.”” 

Oct, 30. Have just returned from our feats 

jing society. Have nothing to complain of this 
evening, but my gaiety and lightness. Ram- 
Say’s History vf Washington was introduced. 
The meeting very regular and or derly.  Sin- 
cerely wish it might be the means of improv- 
“ing our minds in the knowledge of our own 
and other countries. And QO, that from a 
knowledge of the world which God hus made, 
our minds might be led to the Creator. 

Oct. Si. Have spent this day prayerless and 
stupid. “QO that | were as in months past,” 
,when I felt a spirit of prayer, for the interest 
“of Zion—for the salvation of inmmortal souls. 

Nov. 6. Our reading society met this cven- 
ing. Have just returned home; find little or 
no satisfaction in the review. 

Although the compary were light and gay, 
I pitied them; and in my heart commended 
them toGod. ButI fear I countenanced them, 
and gave ihem reason to say of me, “what do 
you more than cthers?” 

Possessed naturally of such a rude and un- 
governable disposition, 1 sometimes find it dif- 
ficult to keep within proper bounds. Often 
does my heart condemn me for my trifling con- 
duct;—conscience reproaches; and frequently 
Tam led to the conclusion that I will no more 
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leave the residence of my mother—haye no 
more to do with the world, but scclude myscif 
and spend the few remaining days entirely de- 
voted to the Best of Beings. But this will not 
be foliowing the example of the blessed Jesus. 
No, while I am in the world, let it be my con- 
stant endeavor, to do all the good I can to my 
fellow mortals—to rise above’ its frowns and 
flatteries, and give no occasion for any reproach 
to be brought upen the cause of religion. 
Nov. 8. My dear friend, and as 1 humbly 
trust my spiritual father Mr B. called upon 
us, a few moments. He expects to preach 
for Mr, D. next Sabbath On seeing him I 
could not but recal the many different scenes 
that passed while under his instructions. But 
these scenes, remain in remembrance ondu. 
No more I hear my companions exclaiming, 
“What shall Ido to inherit eternal life?’ No 
more I hear them telling to all around them, 
what the Redeemer has done for their souis. 


That was indeed a precious season to many, - 


and will be remembered with joy to all eterni- 
ty. But to some the ;rivileges Of that season, 
will, I fear, be the means of sinking them lower 
in eternal torments! Dreadfui thought! — 
Nov 12 this has indeed been a blessed 
day to my sew/, though I have been afflicted 
with a severe pain “in my head. Attended 
public worship—heard two solymn sermons 
from out dear friend Mr, B, What a striking 
instance is itof the avful hardness of the heart, 
that when the terrors of the Aimighty are set 
before morials—and” they are toid by God’s 
faithtul servants, their awful situation while 
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unreconciled to the divine character, that it 
has so little effect upon them. 

Now. 13. A severe head-ach still attends 
me; but I desire to be submissive to the will 
of God, and bear without murmuring whatev- 
er he sees fittu lay upon me. His ways are 
best: and he has graciousty promised, “that 
all things shall work together for good to 
those that love him.” But do I love him? 
Have I that love to him that will enable me to 
keep all his commandments? Do I love bim 
with all my heart, having no rival in my affec- 
tions? “Search me, O God, and know me,” 
search me by thy Spirit; and lead me in the 
way of eternal lite. 

Wow. 19. Have just returned from singing 
school surrounded vy my gay companions; L 
have found that [could place no dependence 
on my own strength; without the assistance of 
Jesus. f shall tail into vemptativa, atid wound 
his cause. 

4 : ED +e 
To Miss C. F. of Boston. 

Haverhill. Not dated. 
“Pardon, dearest C. the long silence of your 
friend Harriet. Although | nave omitted an- 
swering your affectiquate epistle, my heart has 
been often with you. Yes, C, often have 1 fan- 
cied secing you engaged to promote the cause 
of the biesscd Eramanuel, solemnly renounc- 
ing the vanities of an alluring world, and act- 
ing the decided part of a child of God, O may 
you be enabied to tollow on to know the Lora, 
and constautiy live as a discipic of (he meek 
and lowly Jesus. I sincerely and ardently wish 
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‘you the aids of the Holy Spirit. and a heart ha- 

bitually conformed to the holy character of 
God. Great and ptecious are the promises, 
an-inSnitely nierciful Jehovah has made in his 
word, to these who persevere in well-deing. 
But how great the guilt, ana how aggravated 
must be the condemnation of those, who are 
represented as being ofyen reproved, and yet 
harden their hearts against God! 

While we hear the denunciations of God’s 
wrath to the finally impenitent, let us, my 
friend, he active to secure an interest In his 
fayor. Then, let what will befal us in this lite, 
our souls will rest safe on the rock of ages; 
Jesus will be our guide and friend through 
earth’s tedious pilgrimage; be will be our sup- 
port through the valley of the shadow of 
death; and when released from this-clayey ten- 
ement, will admit us to the new and heavenly 
Jerusalem. 

Upon reviewing the scenesof the past I find 
but little or uo satisfaction. A hard impeni- 
tent heart, an engagedness in the concerns of 
time and sense, and an awful stupidity respect- 
ing eternity, I have this day felt. O, C. lam 
astonished, when I view the feelings of my 
heart. But sull more am I] astenished, when £ 
reflect upon the torbeardice of God, who still 
supports me in existence, sill indulges me 
with the day and means of grace. 

Thursday morning, Yesterday I attended a 
fast at the west Parish. Heard one most ex- 
cellent sermon, and a number of interesting 
addresses. The cxercises were very solemu 
‘and instructive. I iepg to have you with us. 
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Since I last saw you we have been highly fa- 
vored by God. Oh, that he would hasten that 
happy period, when the whole earth shall be 

_ brought to a knowledge of the truth as it is in 
Jesus. Let us frequently and earnestly inter- 
cede at the throne of grace for the commence- 
ment of the Millennium. 

Wishing you the light of God’s countenance, 
and a heart to labor aright in his vineyard, I 
bid you, my friend, an affectionate farewell. 

Yours, &. Harxiet.’”” 


ee me tee 
¥ To Miss F. W. of Beyerly. 
: Haverhill, Sabbath Eve—Nov. 26,1809. 
“T wave this moment received, dear Miss W. 
your inestimable letter, in which you affec- 
tionately congratulate me on the happiness of 
“tasting that tbe Lord is gracious.’ 
Assaliled by temptations; surrounded with 
the gay and thoughtless; and with but few of 
the humble followers of the Lamb to euide me 
in the path of duty, or to instruct me in the 
great things of the kingdom, what feelings do 
I experience, when receiving from my. beiov- 
ed friend a letter, filled not, only with assur- 
ances of Continued affection, but with encomi- 
ums upon the character of the dear Immanuel, 
as “being the chief among ten thousands and 
altogeiher lovely.’ Often doesmy heart glow 
with gratitude to the Parent of mercies, for 
bestowing on me such a flavor, as ove iriend to 
whom Ican disciose the secret recesses of my 
heart, and with whom | can converse upon the 
important doctrines of the gospel; and an eter- 
ual state of felicity prepared for those, whese 
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“robes have been washed and made white in 
the bleod of the Lamb.” Nae 

Have you not, my friend, often felt, when 
conversing upon these great truths, a lame of 
divine love kindle in your heart; and have you 
net solemnly resolved, that you. would live 
nearer to the blessed Jehovah? 

‘ {have this day been permitted to worship 
God in his earthly courts, How unspeakably 
great are the privileges with which awe ate in- 
dulged in this Jand of gospel light! ~The. sab- 
bath before last, Mr. B. exchanged’ with. Mri 
D. Oh, my beloved Miss W. could you haye 
heard the important truths he preached,—the 
impressive manner in-which he held forth the 
terrors of God to the impenitent, and the ne- 
cessity of immediate repentance, surely, it 
must to you, have been-a blessed season. But 
it had no visible effect upon the minds of the 
people here. A dreadful inattention to reiig- 
ion still prevails. The youthare very thought- 
less and gay;—“‘iniquity abounds, andthe love 
of many waxes cold.” But there are; as I 
humbly trust, a pious few, who are daily mak- 
ing intercession at the throne of grace, for the 
prosperity of Zion, rs e 

What encouragement have we, my dear 
friend, to wrestle at the throne of mercy, for 
renewing, and sanctifying grace for ourselves, 
and the whole Israel of God; even in times of — 
the greatest declension, Jehovah hath prom- 
ised, that he will hear the prayers of his chil- 
dren; and that if offered up ‘in sincerity of © 
heart, be will, in his own time, send gracious — 
alswers, © ind el ar ahi 
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Next Friday evening, it being ihe evening 
after Thanksgiving, a dad/ is appointed in this 
piace. I think it probable that E. whom you 
once saw anxiously inquiring, what she should 
do to inherit eternal life, will attend... Oh my 

beloved friend, you cannot know my feelings. 
It is dreadful to. see mortals bound to eternity, 
spending their lives with no apparent concern 
-about their never dying souls. But it is, if 
possible, more dreadful to see those, who have 
“put their hands to the plough, look back, or 
being often reproved, harden their hegris™ 
against God.” 
Hew unsearchable are the ways of Jehovah! 
When J look around me, and see so many of 
my friends and companions, who are by wature 
endowed with much greater talents than lam, 
and who would, if partakers of the grace of 
God, be made the instrument of doing so much 
smere good in the world, left in a state of sin, 
;. Lam constrained to-say, 


Why was I made'to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there’s room; 

When thousauds make a wretched choice, 
And rather starve than come?” 

I could, my dear Miss W. write you all 
night: But a violent head-ach has attended me 
this day, and wearied nature requires repose. 
I sincerely thank you, for the eficctionate in- 
vitation you have given me to visit you. TI 
Wish it were possibie for, me to comply avith 
your request; perhaps I may this, winter; but 
{ shali not place. much dependance upon it as 
eyety thing is so uncertain. Do, my frien |, 
visit ayeraill—T long to see yous But if 
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Providence has determined we shall never 
meet again in this world, Oh, may we meet in 
our heayenly Father’s. kingdom, and-never 
more endure a separation. In haste, 

Iam, &c. yours. Hanrnier.” 


1809. 

Dec. 1. This evening, a dail is appointed 
at -. My dear will probably attend, 
I have resolved to devote some part of the 
evening in praying particularly for them. Oh, 
that God would stop them in the midst of 
their sinful career, and let them no longer 
spend their frecious moments in following 
the pleasures of this vain world. 

Dec. 3i. Ihave now come to the close of 

another year. How various have been the 
scenes, which I have been called to pass 
through this year? But what have I done for 
God?. what for the interest of religion? and 
what for my own soul? I have passed through 
one of the most solemn scenes of my life—I 
have taken the sacramental covenabt upon me’ 
—I have solemnly joined myself to the Church 
of the blessed Jesus. 
Oh that I might now, as in the presence of 
the great Jehovah, and his holy -angelsy with 
penitential sorrow, confess my past ingvatt- 
tude, and in humble reliance on the strength 
of Jesus, resolve, to devote the ensuing year, 
and the remaining part of my days to his 
service, ; : 


1810. Meat + aie 
_ Feb. 10. What great reason, havé’ 1, for 
thankfulness to God, that I am-still in the land 
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of the living, and have another opportunity of 

recording with my pen, his tender mercy and 
loving kindness? I have been, for almost five 
weeks, unable to write; and for a week confins 
edto my bed. But Jesus has undertaken to be 
my Physician; he bas graciously restored me to 
health; and when greatly distressed with pain, 
he has afforded me the sweet consolations of 
his Spirit, and brought me, willingly, to resign 

)my soul into his arms, and wait the event of 
his Providence, whether life or death. 

Oh that this sickness might be for my eter- 
nal good! may it be made the means of wean- 
ing me from all terrestrial enjoyments, and of 

‘ fixing my hope and trust in the merits of Je- 
sus. Then should f have cause to bless God, 
for his chasteninge rod, and through eternity, 
count all these aiflictive dispensations, as great 
mercies, 

Feb. 18. How easily can God disconcert the 
plans formed by short sighted mortals? I had 
fondly flattered myself, that before this, 1 
‘should baye met with. the assembly of the 
saints, and have sitten under the druppings of 
the sanctuary;—that I should have joined my 
Christian friends in their social conference, 
and heard the truths of the gospel explained by 
our dear pastor. But Jehovah determined oth- 
erwise. He has again laid his chastising rod 
upon me, by aiflictiny me with sickness and 
pain. But, “Iwill bear the indignation of the 
Lord, because I have sinned against him.’ 
I have a renewed opportunity of examining 
my submission to God, And do now, as in hig 

_ presencc, renewedly resolve to devote myself, 


“7 


T& Mrs. N.’s Letters and [1810. 


a living sacrifice to him. I think 1 can say, 
that afflictions are good for me. In times of 
the greatest distress, I have been brought to 
cry within myself; “It is the Lord, let him do 
what seemcth to him’ good.” I think Iam 
wiiling to bear whatever God sees fit to lay 
upon me, Let my dear ‘heavenly Father in- 
flict the keenest anguish, I will submit; for he is 
infinitely excellent and can do nothing wrong. 
Feb. 25. With the light of this holy morning; 
I desire to offerto the kind Shepherd of Israel, 
who never slumbers nor sleeps, a morning 
tribute of thanksgiving and praise. Oh that 
my whole'soul might be drawn out in love to 
God; and may all my faculties unite with the’ 
inhabitants of the New Jerusalem, in praising 
the immortal King, for what he has done, and 
still 2s doimg for rebellious man. But I fall in- 
finely short of the honor due to his glorious 
name. When shall I arrive at the destined 
portof rest, and with the blood-washed mil- 
li-ns. praise the Lamb of God for redeeming 
Jove? Hasten, blessed Immanuel, that glorious 
period, when all thy exile children shall arrive’ 
at their eterna! home. Oh for a tongue to’ 
sound aloud the honors of the dear Jesus. 
March 2. Have, this afternoon, been sol- 
emnly admonished, by seeing the remains of 
Mr. E. carried by the house. And can it be, 
that J who am vow actively engaged in the af- 
fairs of thzs world, shali shortly be conveyed 
on a bier, to the cold grave? Yes, the righteous 
Judge has declared to the race of Adam; “dust 
thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return.” 
Soon this sentence will be executed upon me- 
Prepare; Oh oy soul, to meet thy God: 


Ais 


a: 
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March 6 What unspeakable colsolation 
does it afford the children of God, to reflect, 
that the great Jehovah is carrying on his work 
of grace; that earth and hell coméined, cannot 
hinder, what he has designed to accomplish. 

March 10. How awfully depraved is the nat- 
ural heart!’ Every day I can see more and 
more of my own apostacy from God. Break, 
compassionate tmmanuel, Oh, dreak this stony 
heart of mine, and compel me to live as an obe- 
dient child, °°" % ace 

idarch 13. How engaged am I in the con- 
cerns of this world! I cannot but ask myself 
the question, have J any reason to imagine, that 
I am interested in the covenant of life? ' If so, 
why am I thus? Why this awful distance from’ 
God? “Search me, Oh God, and know my heart; 
try me and know my thoughts, and see if there 
be any wicked way in me, and lead me in the 
Way everlasting.” - 

March 22. Haye again been permitted to 

‘attend a religious conference. Mr. T. preach- 
ed from these words; “Do thyself no harm.” 
How astonishing, that I can be so negligent in 
duty, when there are so many immortal souls 
around me, that are doing themselves eternal 
harm! Why do Ii not feed their awful condi- 
tion, and solemnly warn them, both by precept 


apr? 


and example, “to flee from the wrath to come! 
—te— 
To Miss F. W. of Beverly. 
Haverhill, March 31, 1810. 
“FPavorep by Divine Providence with an op- 
portunity of expressing my gratitude to my be- 
loved Miss W., for all the testimonies of friend. 


2 


‘ 
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ship which she has shewn me, | cordially em- 
brace it. Your last friendly letter was this day 
received. To assure you how much happiness 
your letters conferon me would be but what I 
lave already told you. The one J received 
when ona bed of sickness was a reul treasure, 
My feeble health alone prevented my answer- 
ing it before. I have lately been led to dwell 
much on the Doctrine of the Diyine Decrees. 
I should like to have your ideas on the subject. 
Although God is under no obligations to save 
one of the apostate race of Adam, and it would 
not derogate from his justice, were he to send 
all to eternal torments; yet to display the riches 
of his grace he determines to save a part. 
Why should we say, what doest thou? The 
children of God are, of ought to be, lights in 
the world. But J fear that I shall be a stum- 
bling-blosk to others. 1 have eften thought 
mysclf one of those, who are “tossed to and fro 
and carried about by every wind of doctrine.” 
When I hear arguments on one side J think [ 
am convinced. When on the other I think the 
same, , But I leave this subject for the present, 

Let me tell you that J fondly indulge the 
hope of seeing you before long. Mr. H. and 
myself have thought considerably of a ride to 
Beverly. Should not our wishes be frustrated, 
{ shall probably see you in four or five weeks; 
if not, then I shail relinquish the idea, as [ 
shall commence atteuding school iu May. 
When L sve you, T with relate to you my €xers 
cises in my past illness. 

Have we not abundant reason to rejoice in 


she goy erpmentel God? Hei is carrying on his 
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work, converting sinners, and making the 
wrath of man to praise him. Oh that Haverbill 
and Beverly might experience the influence 
of the Holy Spirit. God can work here as 
easily, as in Salem and Manchester. -Let us be 
ardent and constant at the throne of mercy, 
that the blessed Immanuel would revive his 
work, and pour out his Spirit on the Churches 
and people, with which we are connected. Oh 
why, my friend, are we so cold and stupid? I 
earnestly request an interest in your prayers; 
Yours sincerely, Harrier.” 


i810. 


April 6. This evening, had some interesting 
conversation with a friend, upon the past 
scenes of my life. Oh howis my life filled up: 
with folly and sin! Surely, if I am ever pardon- 
ed and accepted | by the blessed Redeemer, I 
must ascribe it who/ly to the mercy of God. 

April 29. A sudden death, this week. Mrs. 
C. was in health and prosperity ove hour, and 
the next—in the cold embraces of the universal 
conqueror: May this solemn event, be sancti- 
fied to surviving friends. And may it lead me 
to place my affections on the things ‘of eternity: 

May 4. Just returned from the house of 
God. Had a most interesting sermon, preach- 
ed by Mr, A—. Text; “Ye are the salt of the 
earth; but if the salt haye lost its savor, where- 
with shall it be salted.” 

Mr. E called upon us a few moments, a 
informed us, there was a great revival of reli- 
gion in his society and town. Oh how did it 
Tejoice my heart! However cold and stupid, I 
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can én sincerity say, that I Juve to hear of the 
conversion of sinners. Must Haverhill be left 
destitute of the Spirit? Oh let me be ardent 
and constant at the throne of grace, for the out- 
pouring of the Spirit; and a revival of religion 
amonpst us, sk 
May ii. Called upon a friend this morning, 
who, to human appearance, is ow the brink of 
the. grave. ~She was speechless, though not 
senscless, Her very countenance declared the 
importance of religion, Never shall 1 forget 
‘ the affectionate manner, in which she pressed 
my band to her-bosom, and lifted her eyes to 
heaven, as if calling downa blessing upon me. 
Oh that I could rightly improve this affecting 
dispensation of Providence. | . 
May 24, Thave been where heayen and hell, 
the soul and eternity, appear important sub- 
jects! The peoplein B. are awakes Attended 
two evening lectures—-the meeting-louse » 
thronged with solemn and attentive hearers. 
May 29. Attended singing school this even- 


ing. Though meetings for this purpose be ~ 


ever so pleasant, yet so great have been my 
f@mptations the winter past, that 1 could not 


fee! sorry that the meetings were concluded, F 


Hepe I have not brought dishonor upon the - 
cause of Jesus, by my careless behaviour, before 
thy Companions: ; Sa RNP Lae 


May 80.. Election day, > This day Re a 


many painful events, which occurred dast year, 
ut this time. “How >was T thet laboring for 
“the ‘meat that© perishéth,’—following the 
leadings of a trifling heart. It was, infinite’ 


ynercy, that snatched me from the abyss, and, 


se eee eee ee 
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as I humbly trust, made me a monument-of re- 
deeming love. “Praise the Lord, Oh my soul.” 

June 2. Have had some interesting conver- 
sation with Miss W. upen the situation of my 
dear E. Who knows, thought I, but what she 
might now have been earnestly engaged in the 
cause of the Redeemer, if it were not for my 
unchristian conduct. How can I think of be- 
ing an enemy to the souls of my dear friends? 
) Jane 3. Solemn indeed have been the trans- 
actions of this day. Oh that they might be re- 
membered with joy through eternity, Had 
some humbling views of my past ingratitude. 
The aggravated transgressions of my life, the 
Jast six months, i in particular, have ‘been laid 
open before me. Have again solemnly: re- 
solved to live. to God. If b should again be- 
come stupid but no,—I cannot—I will sur- 
render myseli to Jesus. He will keep me 
from falling, and present me faultiess before 
nis Father’s throne. 

June 4. Have been solemnly impressed with 
the worth of immortal souls this day. The 
welfare of my school companions lies near my 
heart. In what way can I be: serviceable to 
them! They have souls, as valuabie as mine. 
Ob then, let me use my best endeavors io 
bring them to the knowledge of the truth, and 
save them from that awful punishment, which 
awaits the finally impenitent. 

June 8. Afflicted with a severe. pain in my 
head. A celebrated author observes, that ev- 
ery pain we feel, is a walning to us, tobe pre- 
pared for deathe Oh that it may have this 
eflect upon me, 
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June 20. How unsatisfying and unstable are 
all the enjoyments of time. I am daily more 
cconvinced-that. nothing short of the unchange- 
able Jehovah, can afford real happiness. . ‘To 
day, we may imagine ourselves possessed of a 
friend, who will not forsake us; to-morrow, 
that same person may provea deceiver. May 
I learn wisdom from the news I have this even- 
ing heard. Oh that such things might have a 
happy tendency to wean me from this maids 
and prepare me for another. 

June 30, Called on my deat friend E, She 
has lately experienced affliction, She told me 
that. she was resigned to. divine: Providence, 
and could rejoice, even in the hour of distress. 
Happy composure! What joys, Oh ye deluded 
followers of unrighteousness, have you to boast, 
compared with that experienced by a humble 
follower of Jesus? . 

July 1, Hail sacred morning! Once ushered 
in with the most interesting events ever regis- 
tered in the records of time. On this holy 
mornipg, the Savior rose from the grave., Ex- 
pect this day to commemorate the sufferings 
of the Lamb of God, Grant me, gracious 
God, swect communion with thee. Let. me 
not eat and drink judgement to myself. 

July 7. How bave | spent the day? What a 
dreadful sink of wickedness is my heart. 
Must I resign the idea, of ever feeling the 
fower of reitgion? Surely if Tam a chiid of 
God, { couid not jive so stupid. 

July 19. Fayored with the privilege ‘of ats 
tending a lecture this afternoon, Our dear 
minister preached from these yordse “Tow 
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long halt ye between two opinions;”’ a most sol- 
emn discourse, In the evening, a meeting at 
Mr. D’s for religious conversation, A small 
number of young people appear unusually sol- 
emn. Has God already begun to show the 
riches of his grace? Wiil he not arise, and 
have mercy on Haverhill, and make it a place, 
where he will delight to dwell? 

Aug.6. How soon are my resolutions, to 
live wholly to God, breken! My conscience 
daily reproaches me, for my unfaithfulness to 
my companions, to myself and to my God. If 
any one should have told me, when light first 
shone on my mind, that I should feel such in- 
difference to the salvation of sinners, and so 
little loye to God, as I now feel, I should have 
exclaimed, impossible! 

Oct, 10. This day entered upon my eigh- 
teenth year. Seventeen years have roiled, al- 
most insensibly, away. I still remaina pilgrim 
in this barren land. Merciful Jesus, on the 
commencement of this year, may the support- 
ing hand be underneath me, andif my life is 
prolonged, may it be more faithfully orgie 
to thee, and to thy blessed cause. 

Oct. 20. A female friend called upon us this 
morning. She informed me of her determina- 
tion, to quit her native land, to endure the suf- 
ferings of a Christian amongst heathen nations 
——to spend her days in India’s sultry clime. 
How did this news affect my heart! Is she 
willing to doall this for God; and shall I refuse 
to lend my little aid, in a land where divine 
vevelation has shed its clearest rays? I have 
felt more, for the salyation of the heathen, this 


% 
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day, than I recollect to have felt; through my 
whole past life. 

How dreadful their situation! What heart 
but would bleed at the idea of the sufferings 
they endure, to obtuin the joys of Paradise? 
What can J do, that the light of the gospel 
may shine upon them? They are perishing for 
lack of knowledge, while I enjoy the glorious 
privileges of a Christian land. Great God di- 
rect me! Oh make me in some way beneficial 
to their inimortal souls! 

Oct. 21. Had a joyful meeting, this day, in 
the house of God. “When I am weak, then 
am I strong.” Have experienced the truth of 
this declaration, this day. Went to meeting in 
the morning afflicted with bodily pain, yet joy- 
ful in the God of my salvation. Reflecting on 
the melancholy state of our church, was dis- 
tressed, lest the deserved judgments of the Al- 
mighty, should be poured out upon us, But 
the words of the dear Redeemer, “fear not lit- 
tle flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure 
to give you the kingdom,” sweetly refreshed 
and animated my desponding spirit. ‘1 desire 
ever to bless the Lord, for the manifestations 
of his love this day. He has taught me, that 
neither Paul, nor Apollos, is any thing, without 
his grace. Ministers may faithfully preach; 
but the word will not prove successful, if God 
does not touch the heart. . 

I have seen the glory of God in his sanctua- 
ry. “I had rather be a door-keeper in the 
house of my God, than to dwell in the tents of 
wickedness.” The Lord is good; may it be 
amy delightful employment on-earth, to praise 
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him; and in heaven may I join the enraptured 
millions, in a song that shall zever end... 

Oct. 23. Mr. M. introduced Mr. N. to our 
family. He appears to be an engaged Chris- 
tian. Expects to spend his life, in preaching 
a Savior to the benignted pagans. 

Oct. 31. Mr. N. called on us thts morning. 
He gave me some account of the dealings of 
God with his soul. If sucha man, who has de- 
voted himself to the service of the gospel, has 
determined to labor in the most difficult pert 
of the vineyard, and is willing to renounce his 
earthly happiness for the interest of religion; 
if he doubts his possessing love to God;—what 

shall J say of myself? 
. NVov. 4. Have once more commemorated the 
dying love of Jesus. Have entertained some 
faint views of the character of God; and mourn- 
ed for the evil of sin. How condescending is 
God, to permit hell-deserving rebels to com- 
mune with him at his table! What, on earth, 
ean equal the love of Jehovah! He treats those 
who are by nature his enemies, like children. 

Vov. 6. Sleep has fled from me, and my soul 
is enveloped in a dark cloud of troubles! Oh 
that God would direct me; that he would 
plainly mark out the path of duty, and let me 
not depart frov it. 

Nov. 10. Have this day commenced reading 
Law’s Serious Call to a Holy Life. How infi- 
nitely short, do I fall, of this holy conformity 
to my Maker, which he déscribes, as the prop- 
erty ofa Christian! I am as much obligated to 
yicid myself a willing soldier to Christ, to 
fight his battles, and glorify him, in every ac- 
tion of my life, as he who ministers at the al- 
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tar, and performs the office of a preacher. 
Why then, am I not employed in his service? 
Why stand I here zdie, ail the day? 


—= 
Extract of a Letter to her Sister M, at Charlestown. 
Nov. 18, 1810. 

“How gracious, my dear sister, has God been 
to us. Uninterrupted health, food and rai- 
ment are ours. But when I enumerate our 
many mercies, it is with deep humility, that £ 
look back on my past life, and discover so dt- 
tle gratitude, and so mueh unworthiness. How 
much has sovereign grace done for me. 
Though I have solemnly professed to find 
consolation in Religion, to derive my hopes of 
happiness only from God; yet how often have 
I roved in quest of pleasure, and dishonored the 
best of Masters, by an unholy life. How un- 
grateful have I been for the common mercies 
of life, and for the stiil more precious bless- 
ings of the Holy Spirit. May every temporal 
blessing which your heart can wish, be yours. 
But whatever be the trials, through which you 
are called to pass, Oh may that heaven-born 
religion attend you, twhich can sweeten the 
bitter cup of life, afford you joy in this vale of 
tears, support you in nature’s last extremity, 
and conduct you to the Heavenly Canaan, where 
undisturbed happiness will ever reign. Life 
is but a vapor. Whether we spend it in tran- 
quiility and ease, or in pain and suffering, time 
will soon land us on the shores of Eternity, our 
destined home. ‘These things, my dear sister, 
my heart tells me, are solemn realities. They 
are not fictions. Though the language of my 
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past life has been, “there is no future state;’* 
yet I now fee] there is an eternity, where I shall 
meet my earthly friends, and stand accounta- 
bie tothe great tribunal for my conduct to- 
wards them. I regret the loss of those hours 
I have lost in vanity, and in wounding the 
cause of that dear Redeemer, wlfom I think, 
iff am not greatly deceived, 1 can now call 
mine. I think I can say with the Psalmist, 
“whom have I in heaven but thee? and there 
) is none upon earth that desire beside thee.” 
—His religion comforts and supports my 
drooping spirits; his promises encourage, and 
his glories warm my heart, But where am I. 
The striking clock reminds me of the lateness 
of the hour. These delightful, these heart 
consoling subjects have almost made me tore 
get that “tired nature requires repose.” 
<2 + ao 
To Miss S, H. Andover. 
Haverhitl, Mov. 20, -1810. 
“Wr it afford my dear Miss H. the least 
satisfaction to hear of the health and happiness 
ot her friends at Haverhill? Let me assure you 
oi our pertect health, and of our united wishes 
jor your happiness, both temporal and eternal. 
While many of our friends are languishing on 
beds of sickness, sighing for the return of 
health,—while many have gone the “way of all 
the earth,’ “have heard. their sentence and 
received their doom;” we are stil! enjoying the 
biessings of health, and are not out of the reach 
cf pardoning merey. Ought net a-review of 
these daily blessings. to excite in us the liveli- 
est grautude! How should our whoie lives be a 
*8 
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constant series of grateful acknowledgment 
to the Parent of mercies for bestowing such 
great, such unmerited favors on rebels doomed 
to die.—Is my friend, Miss H rejoicing in 
God? Does she find joy and peace in believing? 

This I sincerely bope is your happy condition. 
I have infinité reason to confess my obligation to 
God, for the faint discoveries Ihave lately enter- 
tained of his glorious character. Yes, my dear 
Miss H. I still find the promises precious, and 
Jesus unchangeable. ‘Though I am worthless 
and undeserving, yet the blessed Immanuel is 
Jovely and worthy of the united praises of 
saints and angels. ‘Though I am often led to 
doubt my interest in this dear Savior, yet some- 
times I can rejoice in his perfections, and ex- 
claim with Thomas, “my Lord and my God.” 

You have undoubtedly heard of the depar- 
ture of Mrs. S. Her faith and patience en- 
dured to the end. What a happy exchange 
has she. made! Who would not wish to die the 
death of the righteous, who would not’ wish 
their last end to be like her’s? 

Mrs. M. appears to enjoy: religion—she 
wishes much to see you. A general stupidity 
to the one thing needful still prevails. When. 
will the showers of divine grace be poured out 
upon this place? Will not this church, this vine 
of God’s planting, rejoice to see the work of 
the Lord prospering? Your. earnest. prayers 
are requested for a revival of pure and unde- 
filed religion in Haverhil}. Mr. Newell preacti- 
ed a lecture here last evening. Do we not 
need such faithful preachers here as much as, 
the benighted pagans in India? Is not the situ 
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ation of gospel sinners much more desperate, 
than that of those, who have never heard ofa 
‘Savior? But still we have reason to rejoice that 
God has inclined a faithful few te preach Je- 
sus to the heathen. Oh may their labors be 
blessed. May they see the inhabitants of the 
wilderness, embracing the offers of mercy. 
We shall expect to see you with Mr. W. on 
‘Saturday. Do not disappoint us. 
Accept this from *  Harriet.”? 
" oe 
To Miss M. T. of Newbury. 
Boston, Feb. 18, 181%. 

“What, my dear friend, (if imay enjoy the 
privilege of corresponding with you) shall be 
the subject of our letters? Shall the common 
occurrences of life, and the flattering compli- 
ments of the polite world fill our sheets; or that 
yeligion, which is the glory of the bright intel- 
ligences of heaven, and the consolation of 
trembling believers on earth? I think I can 
confidently affirm that the latter will be your 
choice. As for myself 1 can say, that if I nev- 
er felt the power of this religions yet it is a 
theme upon which I love to converse, write 
and reflect. It is a duty incumbent on the 
children of God to reprove, encourage and an: 
imate each other on their journey tothe upper 
world. Every Christian has difficulties to 
overcome, temptations to encounter, and a war- 
fare to accomplish, which the world are stran- 
vers to. If pilgrims in the same country can 
ge the least console each other; and sweeten 
#he thorny journey; by famittar intercourse, 
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they ought not to neglectit. We, my dear M, 
are professedly interested in the same cause. 
Our home is professedly in heaven; we have 
iemptations, difficulties, trials. and doubts, 
which, if we are believers, are’ in unison, I 
feel that J need the prayers and the advice of 
all the followers of the Lamb. I have ‘an evil 
heart of. unbelief,” prone to “depart from the 
living God.” | Will M, pray for me? Will stre 
bear me in remembrance .when supplicating: 
mercy for other sinners? You shall not be for- 
gotten by H, N. Ifthe Friend of sinners will 
lend a listening ear to my feeble cries, M. shal/ 
be strengthened and blessed. By these united 
cries we may draw down from heaven favors 
uever to be forgotten.  Paznful recollection 
often recurs to those weeks that I spent at 
Bradford. I. say painful, because I fear that 
my conduct brought a wound on that religion 
which I should wish to honor.. While I Jament 
with humility the loss.of many precious hours, 
and the stupidity which I then experienced, | 
have reason \x.adore the mercy of Jehovah, that 
has since granted me refreshing showers of 
grace. Yes, M. my. mind has been greatly ex- 
ercised since I last, saw you. Never before 
did the promises of the gospel appear so pre- 
cious; the character of God so lovely, and im- 
inortal souls of. so much worth. b tremble at 
the idea of being again involved in the yani- 
ties ofa world which can afford no pleasure, 
and of feeling indifierentabout the kingdom of 
Jesus. But lama dependant creature; af lor- 
saken of God I shali perish. My. hope is. on 
WiS grace, What,,my triendy is ‘the state of 
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your mind? Are you enjoying the light of a 
Savior’s countenance? Are you fast progress- 
ing heavenward, and are you possessing joy 
that is unspeakable and full of glory? This I 
hope is your sitwationt “A soul redeem’d de- 
mands a life of praise.” Let our future lives 
evince our gratitude, and every thought be 
brought into subjection to the Father of spirits, 
It is now about three weeks since I left H. 
Last Sabbath I enjoyed the pleasure of hearing 
the good Dr. G. preach. This pleasure I hope 
often to be favored with while I continue with 
my sister M. I have been these two days with 
aur friends the Misses F.’s. My time has 
passed yery pleasantly with them. 

I have more things to ¢edd you than I have 
time to write. A number of interesting oc- 
currences have happened since I saw you, 
Should I again be indulged with an interview 
with you, I fear I shall tire your patience with 
a history of my troubles and pleasures. But I 
must leave you my M. May you enjoy the 
influences of the Holy Spirit in life, consola- 
tion in death, and a seat in the mansions of 
biessedness, HaknierT.” 


1811. 


feb. 24. For four wecks past have been 
visiting my sister at C. The first week, I was 
vemarkably favored with the presence of Im- 
manuel. Never before did I gain such access 
to the mercy-seat, snd entertain such glorious 
views of the character of God, and such humil- 
iating ideas of my own as a sinner. But I have 
since experienced a sad reverse, My God, 
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why hast thou forsaken me? Oh for that invig- 
orating grace, which the Savior dispenses to his 
followers! But cau I hope myself his follower? 

Last Sabbath went with Mr.’ H. and sister 
WM. to hear Dr.G. His language, his very 
features spoke the emotion of his soul. His 
text was in Corinthians, “When I was a child, 
I spake as a child,” &c. : 

As we ‘entered the meeting house, they 
were singing my favorite hymn, “Lord what a 
wretched land is this;” &c. in a melancholy 
air. Such were my sensations, that I could 
hardly refrain from weeping. How lovely are 
thy tabernacles, O Lord of hosts, where the 
gospel of Jesus is proclaimed! 

Feb, 25. After spending the day in trifling 
conversation, I was permitted to enjoy the 
privileges of « attending a Christian conference, 
where the evening was spent in praying, sing- 
ing, and conversing upon the things of religion. 

feb, 26. Mr. H. and sister M. informed me, 
that my dear mama wished me to engage in a 
school, the ensuing summer. Can I think of 
such a responsible situation as that of instruct- 
tog little immortals? I know that I ought not 
to consult my own ease; the question should 
be, how can I be most useful in the world? Tf 
hope I shall be directed by Heaven! Oh that 
God would use me as an instrument of pro- 
moting his glory; whether it be in the domes- 
tic circle, or in the arduous employment, of | 
“teaching young ideas how to shoot.” 

feb, 27. | have spent the greater part of the 
day in reading. -I find that lam indeed igno- 
rant—long to have time to devote” myself 
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wholly to the improvement of my mind. 
While endeavoring to obtain useful knowl- 
edge, Oh may I never forget, that if at last 
found a hypocrite, I shall be capable of greater 
sufferings, than if totally igtiorant. 

Feb 28. Afflicted with a violent pain in my 
head. Experience daily evinces, that afflictions 
will do me no good, unless sanctified. Have 
had some sense of the presence of Jehovah, 
and some longing desires to be wholly con- 
formed to him. When shall this vain world 
lose its power to charm) and the religion of the 
Gospei influence my heart and life? Oh when 
shall I die—when shall I live forever? How 
many times this day, have I repeated that 
Hymn of Dr. Watts’s; “Lord, what a wretched 
Jand is this.” 

March \. Father of lights, it is the office of 
thy Spirit, to create holy exercises in the 
wnearts of thy creatures. Ob may I enter upon 
this month with renewed resolutions to deyote 
myself exclusively to thee; that at the close of 
it, | may not sigh over mispent hours. 

March 3. Heard an admirable serraon this 
morning from Dr. G. Have likewise com- 
muned with God at his table. Oh this cold, 
stupid heart! I long for wings to fly away from 
this clod of earth, and participate the holiness 
and pleasures of the saints within the vail. 

March 4. Have this day visited at—. The 
entertainment of the evening was splendid and 
extravagant. Query. Is it consistent with 
the humble religion of the gospel, for profes- 
soys who ought to deny themselves and take 
up their cross daily, to expend ¢ias money, 
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which is God’s, and is only lent them for pious 
uses, in providing dainties to please the palate, 
and in clothes to ornament their bodies? 

Where is the vast difference between the 
children of God and the children of this world? 
As far as I] have examined the subject it is my 
candid opinion, that if Christians would appre- 
priate more of their property to charitable pur- 
poses, instead of making such extravagant pro- 
vision for the flesh,—would men imitate the 
example of the meek and lowly Jesus—fee] 
indifferent to the smiles and frowns of the 
world; religion would flourish, the kingdom 
of God would be built up, and happy effects 
would be visible to the world. 

March 9. This is a delightful evening! Not 
x eloud is in the heavens to intercept the 
bright rays of the moon. ATI nature, both ani- 
mate and inanimate, appears combined in the 
blessed employment of praising God. The 
moon shining in her glory, aud the planets and 
stars are monitors, that speak more loudly to 
me, than ten thousand human voices. Awake 
my slothful soul; nothing in creation has half 
thy work to perform; and Oh, let it not be said 
that nothing is half so dull. 

March 25. God has not left himself without 
witness in the earth. No; he is still manifest- 
ing the riches of his grace, in bringing home 
his chosen ones. A young lady of my acquain- 
tance, formerly gay and a stranger to piety, has 
hopefully become a follower of the Lamb: And 
has my dear M. chosen Jesus for her friend 
and portion? I cannot but stand amazed, te see 
the salvation of God.. pee 
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March 30. Have found much encouragement 
and satisfaction of late in reading some of New- 
ton’s works. They are indeed a treasure. He - 
penetrates my heart; and while he exposes my 

depravity, he points me to the Lamb of God, 
who taketh away the sin of the world. 

April \. This is an interesting public day. 
Oh that the supreme Ruler of all events, 
would inciine every citizen to vote for that 
man who is most worthy of the office of a yov- 
érnor. The aspect of the times is dark; but 
God can bring good out of evil, and continue 
fo us our national blessings. I often find this 
reflection a sweet solace in the hour of dark- 
ness, that no event, however small, can take 
place withou the permission and direction of 
the great Jehovah. 

Afril7. This is a day on which God usu- 
ally manifests the glories of his character to 
his dear children. How exactly calculated are 
all the means and ordinances of the gospel, for 
the comfort and improvement of the saints, 
What ay act of love and wisdom was tt in God, 
to select one day from the week, to be appro- 
priated to his worship. Were it not for this 
glorious day, I should be in danger of losing 
all sense of eternal things. 

April 9, What shall a stupid Christian do? 
Stupid Christian did I say? Can a Christian 
ever feel stupid? It is an inconsistent title. 
But notwithstanding all my death-like stupidi- 
ty, I cannot renouace tie hope of being a child 
of the Most High. What shall I do, a depen- 
dant, guilty creature, to gain access to thy 
mercy-seat, and derive a supply of grace from 
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the fountain of life. Draw me, thou Savior of 
sinners, and J will run afterthee. Oh Jead me 
beside the still waters, and refresh my soul 
with heavenly food. 

April 17. How shall IT record the events of 
this day! How can I tranquillize my disturb- 
ed mind enough to engage in the once delight- 
ful employment of writing? Returned from 
Boston in the evening, after spending three 
days very agreeably with my friends C. and N. 
M. handed me a letter with an appearance 
which indicated that something unusual was 
contained in it. I broke.the seal and what 
were my emotions, when I read the name of 
. This was not a long wished for letter,— 
no; it wasa long dreaded one; which 1 was 
conscious would involve me in doubt, anxiety, 
and distress. Nor were the contents such, as . 
I might answer at a distant period;—they re- 
quired an immediate answer. | And now what 
shall I say? How shali I decide this zmportant, 
this interessing question?—Shall 1 consent, to 
leave forever the Parent of my youth;—the 
JSriends of my life;—the dear scenes of my 
childhood, and my native country; and go toa 
land of. strangers, “not knowing the things 
which shall befal me there?”— Oh for direc- 
tion from heaven! “Oh for that wisdom which 
is profitable to direct:’—I wiil goto God, and» 
with an unprejudiced mind, seek his guidance, 
I will cast this heavy burden ‘on hitn, humbiy 
trusting that he wili sustain me, and direct me 
in the path of duty: 

Anrit \9. Vhne onportant decision is not yet 
made. I am still wavering. J long to see and 
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converse with my dear mother! So delicate is 

my situation, that I dare not unbosom my 

heart to a single person, What shall I do? 

Could tears direct me inthe path of duty, 

surely I should be directed—My heart aches: 

—1I know not what to do!—‘Gnide me, O thou 
reat Jehovah.” 

April 2\.. Have now retired to my chamber, 
once more, to vent. in silence, my unavailing 
sighs, and with an almost bursting heart, im- 
plore divine relief and direction. 

I shall go home on T uesday.—Never did I 
so greatly long to visit the dear native dwelling. 

April 22. Perhaps, my dear Mother, will zm- 
mediately say; Harriet shall never go. Well, if 
this should be the case, my duty would be 
jilain. I cannet act contrary to the adyice and 
express commands of a fiious mother. 

nied AS 

The fact was, that her mother made no ob- 
jection to her accepting the offer of Mr. New- 
ell, but cheertully left her to act according to 
her conviction ot duty. 

oo 
To Miss F. W. of Beyerly. 
Haverhill, April 29,1811. 
‘Iv has not been for want of inclinatiun, or 
from forgetfulness, that I have thus long 
neglected writing to my dear friend, Miss W. 
but every day has brought with it various and 
new occupations; and though my friends have 
not been forgotten, yet I confess I have not 
been so punctual as I ought. I need not as- 
sure you, that your letter produced many please 
ing sensaticas. I hope this will And you en- 
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joying the presence of our covenant Savior; 
and engaged in the promotion of his glorious 
cause. Christians are greatly criminal for not 
living in the constant enjoyment ot God. He 
is eyer ready and willing to manifest the glo- 
ries of his character to their souls, and nothing 
but their native opposition to holiness, and 
their love of evil ever prevents. Are not be- 
Nevers inconsistent creatures? They can speak 
of a Ab love,—-the ‘happiness resulting 
fromfan acquaiatance with God, and point out 
the road to impenitent sinners, which alone 
willlead to substantia] bliss; and yet often 
wander in forbidden paths—lose all relish for 
spiritual enjoyments, and rest contented with 
the low pleasures of sense. 

If I am a child of Jesus, this inconsistency 
has often been mine. And yet I long for a 
greater sense of my dependance, and more en- 
tire conformity to Him who died for me. If 
any thing here deserves the name of happi- , 
ness, it does not spring from earth. No! it is 
of heavenly birth, and comes from the regions 
of purity. The vast and boundless desires im- 
planted in the human heart, cannot be satisfi- 
ed with any thing short ef God, Nothing in 
heaven or earth is capable of affording real 
bliss without him. 

I have spent three months this last winter 
with my sisterat C. My religious privileges 
have been more extensive than usual, I have 
been favored with frequent opportunities of 
hearing Dr. G. preach, and have likewise at- 
tended many serious meetings. But I still want- 
ed an heart to improve under the cultivation 
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of Jehoyah’s hand. Neither afflictions nor en- 
joyments will do us good, unless sanctified by 
divine grace. 

Since my return to H. I have sometimes 
enjoyed much consolation in committing my- 
self and all my concerns into the hands of God. 
Some circumstances, which at some future 
time I may communicate to you, I hope will 
have a tendency to'wean me from ‘this world, 
and fasten my heart to Heaven. I do, my dear 
friend, find ¢his, *a desert world, replete with 
sin and sorrow.” I often Jong to leave it, and 
find a sweet release from every woe. 

I visited Miss F. at Boston often. H. re- 
turned irom H, about three weeks since; she 
observed she intended writing to your sister N. 

i have not read the book mentioned in your 
Jast, but confide in your judgment,—think it 
must be entertaining.. ; 

I hope to have the pleasure of a visit from 
you this summer—I wish much to see you 
und your sister—hope you are both ‘enjoying 
the light of the Sun of righteousness. Perse- 
vere, my friend, in the Christian life, and prey 
for your friend Harriet. Our pilgrimage will 
shortly be ended, and all the triafs of life will 
be over. Oh may we meet in heaven; and join 
with the angelic bost around ibe throne, in ador- 
ing the nsatchless perlections of Immanuel, 
through the ages of eternity. Tam, my dear 
Miss W. affectionately yours... Hagriet.” 

———. +o 
To Miss M. S. of Boston, 
\ Haverhill, Sabbath eve—May, 1811, 
“Wruineagitated with doubts and conflicts, with 
the gay world in opposition, it has atforded me 
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much consolation to think I have a friend in M. 
who can feel my sorrows and sympathize with 
me in grief. I have passed through many in- 
teresting and solemn scenes, since I last saw 
you. Returning to Haverhill, I found my dear 
mama calm and composed, Socompletely was 
she filled with a sense of the shortness of time, 
ihe uncertainty of life, and the duty of giving 
up our dearest comforts to the Lord, that she 
never raised one objection, but wished me to 
act according as my conscience directed. I 
felt an unspeakable consolation in committing 
the disposal of this event to God.” I thought 
I could willingly renounce my own opinion, 
and sitting at the feet of Jesus, be guided en- 
tirely by him. Mr. N. has visited us frequent- 
ly. He wishes not to influence me; he would 
not if he could. 

And now, my dear M. what will you say to 
me when | tell you, that I do think, somnly 
think of quitting my native land forever, and 
of going toa far distant country, “not knowing 
the things which shall befal me there,” Should 
I refuse to make this sacrifice, refuse tolend 
my little aid in the promulgation of the Gos- 
pel amongst the heathen, how could I ever 
expect to enjoy the blessing of God, and peace 
of conscience, though surrounded with every 
temporal mercy? It would be pleasant to spend 
the remaining part of my life with my friends, 
and to have them surround my dying bed. Bur 
not I must relinquish their scciety, and follow 
God to a land of strangers, where millions of 
my fellow sinners are -perishing for Jack of 

vision, I have professed, 3 my zi a for thess 
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two years past toderive comfort only from God. 
Here then is a consoling reflection, that the 
ever blessed Jesus is able to support and com- 
fort me, as well in the sultry clines of Jadia, 
as in my dear native land. J trust that he will 
make his promise good, that as my day is, so 
shall my strength be. The wintry storms of 
life will scon be over; aad if I have committed 
my immortal interest into the hands of God, I 
shall shortly find a sweet release from every 
woe. So visibly have I beheld the hand of 
Providence in removing some obstacles which 
once I thought almost insurmountable, that I 
dare not object. Al my friends with whom I 
have conversed since my return to Haverhill, 
advise me to go. Some Christians who were 
formerly opposed, after obtaining a more ex- 
vensive knowledge of the subject, think femal»s 
would be useful. The people of this world 
probably view this subject as they do others. 
‘hose who have never felt the worth of their 
own souls, account it superstition and hypo- 
critic zeal, for Christians te sacrifice their 
earthly pleasures, for the sake of telling the 
heathen world of a Savior. But all the ridicule 
that the gay and thoughtless sinner can invent, 
will not essentially injure me. It Iam actu- 
ated by love to the Savior and his cause, noth- 
ing in earth, or hell can hurt me. 1 must ask 
your prayers forme We have prayed togeth- 
er; Oh let us now though separated in person, 
unite at the throne of grace. Perhaps my views 
of this subject may be altered; and God may 
yet prepare a way for me to continue in Amer= 
tea, Oh, that I might be submissiyé and hurt 
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bly waiton God. He can direct. me at this 
eventful crisis, and glorify himself. Affection- 
ately yours. “Harrier.” 
—2 te 
To Miss S. H. of Newbury. 
Haverhill, Fune 12, 1811. 

“How shall I sufficiently thenk my dear Mise 
H. for the kind token of affectionate remem- 
brance, which ‘she was kind enctigh to send 
me? Your letter really exhilarated my languid 
spirits. I had spent the evening in private 
conversation with our dear Mr. N. Vhe usual 
subject of the contemplated Mission was re- 
newedly talked over, and consequently the 
dangers, the crossés, the manifold trials of such 
an important undertaking, were themes which, 
engrossed our thoughts. Depressed with arx- 
ious apprehensions, and in doubt respetting 
duty, Mrs. G. handed me a Jetter and the weil 
known hand of the writer I soon recognized. 
The contents dispelled many. a heart rending 
sigh. This eve, mama received a Jetter from 
dear brother J.; 1 had previously written to 
him. Dear boy! he is much distressed for 
Harriet. He thinks she is doi g wrong, and 
causing ber triends needless anxiety. Wouid 
to heaven I could prevent distress from ever 
entering the heart of a widowed, beloved par- 
ent, and the dearest brothers aud sisters. Oh 
Miss H, could these dear friends but go with 
me to distant Indiabut alas; that is a fruit- 
less wish;=-but were it possible that this could 
be the case, I think I could quit America with- 
out reluctance, and even rejoice to spend my 
life among the benighted heathen. Sume- 
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times, I can reflect on this subject with come 
posure, and éven long to be on missionary 
ground, where superstition and idolatry usurp 
the sway; think I can bid my dear friends ue 
last farewell with calmness, and follow with 
delight the leadings of Providence. But at 
other times, J fear that this is not the situation 
, God has designed for me; and if it isnot, can 
never lay claim to the promises of the gospel, 
or expect the support of an Almighty arm, 
when dangers stand thick around me. My 
greatest fear is, that I shall lose all courage 
and perseverance should I set out to go, and 
not only be unhappy myself, but make those 
wretched who are with me. But are wot these 
thoughts criminal, when carried to excess? 
Ought I not to praise the Lord for what I bave 
received, and trust Him fora supply of grace? 
Ought I not to examine the subject prayerful- 
ly, and if on examination I am convinced that 
Jesus calls me to make these great sacrifices, 
ought I not to do it voluntarily, and leave the 
event with the Ruler of the universe? 

I find my dear Miss H. that i am now in 
great danger of being actuated by a strong at- 
tachment. Oh, could [ but give the ever bies- 
sed God the first piace in my affections, I 
should not be in danger of being misied by 
earthly objects. Often have I adopted the 
words of the pious Mr. Newion: 

«The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate’er that idol be; 

Help me to tear it from thy throuve, 
And worship-only thee.” 

When shall we hope tor a visit from you? 
Do write me often; your letters will always be 
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acceptable. Although tired and fatigued with 
the employments of the day, I have improved 
this late hour in writing. 

Do you not admire Mr. Hall? I heard bim 
preach a preparatory sermon at Bradford last 
week, which was clear, distinguishing and 
very excellent. He called here one morning 
but 1 had gone to walk. Mr. Nott likewise 
called on us iast week; we were in the meeting 
house and did not see him! Our friend N. is 
still in Salem; I long to see her. 7) 

Can I ask the favor of being remembered in 
your intercessions at the throne of grace? Oh, 
that Christians would pray for me, Farewell, 
my dear Miss H. May the choicest bles- 
sings of Heaven be yours. I am affectionately 
your HARRIET. 

I had forgotten to tell you that our dear Mr. 
W. called here again, and I did not see him. 
Do you think I ever shall?’” 


1811, 


June 22, Thave this day taken my leave of 
Mr. N. not expecting to see him again for 
nine months. I can hardly feel reconciled to 
his departure, but the will of the Lord be done. 
Taking every circumstance into consideration, 
Tam fully persuaded, it will be most for his 
interest to spend the summer and winter in 
Philadelphia. Why then should I object? 

June 27. It is now almost five years since 
my mind became seriously impressed with 
ciernal realities | What have I learnt im these 
five years of myself? and wWat of God? Weep, 
Oh my soui, tor past transgression and present 
unfruicfulness. . 
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To Miss C. F, of Boston. 

Haverhill, June 29, 1811. 
“I rHankK you dear C. for your affectionate 
letter. My engagements have been such, thar, 
I could not conveniently answer it before; hope 
you will pardon the neglect. The kind inter- 
est you have of late taken in my happiness has 
greatly endeared you to my heart. May you 
never want a friend to sympathize with you 
‘‘when adverse fortune frowns,” or to rejoice 
with you, when “life’s vale is strew’d with 
flowers fresh.” If the remaining days of my 
short pilgrimage are to be spentin sorrow, Oh 
that Heaven would grant C. peace and happi- 
ness, and a sure pledge of joys to come. 
Where my future lot may be cast, time only 
can determine. If I can but maintain a firm 
and unshaken confidence in God. a humble re- 
liance on his blessed promises, I shall be safe, 
though temporal comforts languish and die. I 
am now calculating upen a life of trials and 
hardships; but the grace of Jesus is sufficient 
for me. The friend of sinners is able and 
willing to support me amid scenes of danger 
and distress. 

When I bade you a parting adieu, my mind 
was in a state of agitation which I can never 
express. Dejected and weary | arrived at the 
dear mansion where I have spent so many 
happy hours. My dear mama met me at the 
door with a countenance that bespoke the tran- 
quillity of her mind. The storm of opposition, 
as she observed, had blown over, and she was 
brought to say from the heart, “thy will be 
done.” Yes C. she had committed her child 
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to God’s parental care; and though her affec- 
tion was not lessened, yet with tears in her 
eyes, she said, “If a conviction of duty and love 
to the souls of the perishing heathen lead you 
to India, as much as I love you, Harriet, I can 
only say, Go.” Here I was left to decide the 
allimportant question, Many were the con- 
Aicts within my breast. But, at length, from a 
firm persuasion of cuty, and a willingness to 
comply, after much examination and prayer, I 
answered in the affirmative. 

1 wish to tell you all the motives that have 
actuated’ mé to come to this determination; 
jikewise, how all the difficulties, which applied 
19 me paructlarly have been removed. But 
this I cannot do until Isee you. Why cannot 
you make it couvenient to spend three or four 
weeks with me this summer. ‘To assure you 
it would afford me happiness would be but 
what you already know. Write to me C. next 
week if poaeibig: Let me¢ know when I may 
expect you and I will bé at home, Perhaps we 
may go and spend a day or two with our friends 
in N. I am very lonely. N. H. has been 
visiting at S. ever since I, returned from C. 
Mr. Newell has gone to Philadelphia, where 
he expects to continue until a short time before 
he quits bis native country.. He ts engaged in 
the study of physic, together with Mr. Hall. 
Hlow has your min: been exercised of late? 
Are you living in the enjoyment of religion? 
€. we must live nearer to God; we must be 
iore engaged in his causes We are under 
the most solemn obligations to be active in the 

Redeemer’s service. Leet us not calculate up- 
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on a life of idJeness and ease; this is not the 
portion of the followers of the Lamb. They 
must expect tribulations and crosses in their 
way to the kingdom of heaven. But let us 
ever remember, that if we are the believing 
children cf God, a rest awaits us in heaven, 
which will doubly compensate us for all the 
troubles of this life. 

When interceding at the mercy seat, O 
forget not C. to pray for the salvation of the be- 
nighted heathen, whose souls are as precious 
as our own. With them remember your 
friend Harriet.” 


131i. 


June 30. Mr. D. preached from this text, 
“and as he drew nigh to the city, he wept over 
it, saying,’? &c. My whole soul was melted 
into compassion for impenitent sinners. Can 
I ever again feel regardless and unconcerned 
for their immortal souls? 

Did Christ for sinners weep, 

And shall our cheeks be dry? 

Let floods of penitential grief 

Burst forth tora every eye. 
Did Jesus say tu sinners, “O that thou hadst 
known in this thy day, the things that belong: 
to thy peace,” &e. and shall I smile upon them, 
while in the road to ruin? 

July 15. The long expected letter Bas at 
Tength arrived. How ci. I wish for a friend, 
more worthy of my love, more deserving of 
my bear? But my heart is already his A 
friend, how rich the treasure! If an earthly 
friend is thus near to my heart, how strong 


LO 
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should be my attachment toa holy God, whose 
friendship to his children is lasting as eternity! 
How can I love bim sufficiently? How can I 
take too much delight in honoring him before 
the world, and in promoting his cause? 
—+ . 
Extracts of Letter to Mr. Newell, then in Philadelphia. 
Haverhill, July 16, 1811. 

‘““WiutH respect to the mission, my mind 
has never been so solemnly impressed as since 
you left me, Variotls indeed have been my 
fcelings. I fear I have not thought enough of 
ihe most important qualification of all, viz. 
a heart wholly devoted to God. Sometimes 
when reflecting on this subject, I think I shall 
welcome the day, which will land me on India’s 
shores, that I may have an opportunity of teil- 
ing those dear benighted females, what I have 
felt of a Savior’s love, and of the worth of his 
blessed gospel. At other times, a sense of the 
dangers and hazards of a missionary life, quite 
depresses my spirits, and deprives me of every 
enjoyment. Is it a delusion, or do I really feel 
willing to sacrifice the pleasures and comforts 
of life, which I might enjoy in my native coun- 
try, and unite with the few dear brethren and 
sisters in using my feeble efforts to christian- 
ize the heathen?—-But I cannot bear the idea, 
that my going should be attended with so many 
anxieties on your pert.* 


* The following note to this letter, written lately by Mr. 
Newell to his friends, explains the language here employed. 
My mind, you all know was much tried on this subject 
before we left America. I ouce communicated my anxicties 
ou this poiwt to a confidential friend,*te which he replied in 
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You fear I shall lose my courage, and look 
back with longing desires toward America, 
/ThisI likewise fear. But that God who has 
said, that his grace shall be sufficient for his 
children, will, in answer to sincere prayer, 
grant me new resolution and fresh supplies of 
strength. From God is all my aid.” O pray 
for me that I may be furnished with every 
needful qualification,” 


Loliss 


July 23. 1 have just read a passage in Thome 
fon’s Seasons, which I thought 1 could adopt 
as my own language, 

«Should fate eammand me to the farthest verge 
| Of the green earth, to distant barb’rous climes, 
Riyers unknown to song; where first the sun 
. Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 

Flames on the Atlaitic Isles! ’tis nought to mes. 

Since God is ever present—ever just, 

Ps In the void waste, as in the city full 
And where he yital breathes, there must be Joy.” 
—_——> re 


Extracts of a Letter to her sister M.’at Charlestown 
August 1, 1811. 
“SHoup I tell you there is a prospect 
of my spending the remaining part of this 
short life in a land of strangers; should 1 tell 


these words; ‘A little slender female may endure losses aud 

-Sulferings as cheerfully and resolutely, as an apostle. The 
lovely humility and meekness of a christian woman, are 
sometimes connected with a tranquillity of mind that no ea- 
lamities can ruffle, and a firmuess that no danger or distress 
ean subdue. The time may come when your courage will 

sink, and when the cheerfuiness and resolution of your 
Harriet will at once astonish and aningte you.”—TI have ta 
acknowledge that these predictions, (it may so call them, ) 
have been more than once literally tulfilled: 
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you I do seriously think of leaving my native 
dwelling, my friends and companions forever; 
would you upbraid me? Could you attribute 
it to want of attachment to the friends of my 
youth, or to entire ignorance of this great un- 
dertaking?—You would not, you could not, did 
you know the conflict which almost rends my 
heart. Never before did my dear mama, 
brothers and sisters appear so dear to me. 
Bur God commands me! In his holy provi- 
dence he now offers me an opportunity of vis- 
iting the heathen. While many of my female 
friends who are far more adequate to the im- 
portant employment are permitted to enjoy 
the society of their earthly relatives through 
life, [am called to quit the scenes of my child- 
hood, and go to a far distant country. How can 
Tevet pray for the promouon of the gospel 
among the heathen, if Iam unwilling to offer 
my little aid when such an opportunity is given? 
I know what to expect from a gay and thought- 
less world. But I have this consolation that 
ridicule cannot injure my soul. 

I have this consolation, if the motives by 
which I am actuated! are sincere and good, 
God will accept the inclination to glorify him, 
even though | should not be made useful. But 
my dear sister, this is a trying season! It is 
from: God alone that I derive the least sensi- 
ble comfort. This world has lost its power to 
charm and all its applause is a trifle light as 
air. My companions are perhaps agcusing 
me of superstition and the love of novelty. 
But God alone Knows the motives by which I 
am actuated, and he alone will be my final 
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Judge. Let me but form such a decision as he 
will approve, and I ask no more. Willingly 
will I let go my eager grasp of the things of 
time and sense, and flee to Jesus. Oh that he 
would prepare me for the future events of life, 
and glorify himself in the disposal of my 
concerns,’”—— 
1811. 


Aug.7. I have just laid down Horne on — 
Missions. How did his pions heart glow 
with benevolence to his fellow creatures! 
How ardently did he wish for the promulga- 
tion of the gospel, among the benighted hea- 
then! I think, for a moment, I partake of his 
ardor, and long to hear that the standard of the 
cross is set up in the distant nations of the earth, 

“Yes, christian heroes! go—proclaim 

Salyation through Immanuel’s name: 

To India’s clime the tidings bear, 

And plant the rose of Sharon there.” 
Willingly would I sacrifice the dearest 
earthly friend to engage in this Llessed ser- 
vice. Oh that I had a thousand pious rela- 
tives, well calculated for the important station 
of Missionaries; the tenderest ties that bind 
me to them shonid be rent. I would say to 
them,—go—and let the destitute millions of 
Asia and Africa know, there is compassion in 
the hearts of christians; tellthem of the love of 
Jesus, and the road to bliss on bigh. Provi- 
dence now gives me an opportunity to go my- 
self to the heathen. Shall I refuse the offer— 
shall I love the glittering toys of this dying 
world so well, that I ‘cannot relinquish them 
for God? Forbid it Heaven! Yes, 1 will go,—. 


_*10 
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However weak, and unqualified I am, there is 
an all-sufficient Savior ready to support me. 
In God aione is my hope. I will trust his 
promises, and consider it one of the highest 
privileges that would be conferred upon me, 
to be permitted to engage in his glorious ser- 
vice, among the wretched inhabitants of Hin- 
dostan. 
— +o 
Extracts of a Letter to Mr. Newell. 
Haverhill, Aug. 9th, 1811. 

I am astonished at my calmness, when contem- 
plaung the probable events of my future life. 
Shall I impute these feelings to insensibility? 
Have I no ties to bind me to my native coun- 
try? Have I nonatural affection for my friends? 
Surely it is not because I have taken a wrong 
view of the subject and am anticipating a life 
of ease and tranquillity. Why is it thus? Often’ 
do I look ferward, not only without distress, 
but with a degree of pleasure, once unknown. 
I feel a satisfaction in committing my mortal 
interest to God, and in relying on him for those 
supplies of grace, which will enable me to 
persevere in the path cf duty. The subject 
3s solemn and important. While my heart 
sometimes exults at the prospect of being 
made the favored instrument of bringing home 
one heathen to Jesus; I often trembie, lest 
some inferior motive should induce me to 
make these great sacrifices But was it any 
earthly Consideration which first directed my 
thoughts to the heathen world? © no, 
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Aug, 1\. How reviving to my disconsolate 
mind, has been the word of life, this day! Oh, 
this adorable plan of salvation! Have I the least 
inclination to alter one single part of it, if I 
could? O no, I would not be less holy—I 
would not wish God to exact less frerfece obe- 
lience from his creatures. 

Mr. R.- drank tea with us. I felt the same , 
backwardness in conversing upon the things 
of the kingdom, that I usually do Whence 
this criminal diffidence. O when will divine 
grace so absorb my heart, that my stammering 
tongue shall be loosed, and Jesus and his dalvee 
tion be my theme! If I cannot unite in con- 
versing with dedevers, ina land where religion 
flourishes, how can I speak to the benighted 
beathen of India, whose minds are invalved in 


pagan darkness? 
—— oo 


To Miss M. S. of Boston. 
Haverhill, Szbbath, Aug 11, 1811. 
“How great, my dear M. woutd be the pieas- 
ure, could I retreat with you to some lonely 
corner, far from the busy haunts of this vain 
world, and unbosom to you the secrets of my 
heart instead of writing to you. But this dear 
privilege is denied me. 1 must be content 
with expressing a few unconnected thougins 
on paper for the present, and will anticipate a 
happy meeting with you on earth, and a still 
happier one in those regions, where the friends 
of immanuel will never more be separated. 
What if our intercourse on earth should cease? 
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If we are the followers of the Lamb, our pray- 
ers will unitedly ascend to the same blessed 
throne while we live, and when our pilgrimage 
is ended, our friendship will exist and flourish 
forever. M. we are pilgrims, we are strangers 
ina barren land, This world is not our por- 
tion; it is incapable of satisfying our desires. 
The glittering toys of life are not calculated 
to afford real enjoyment. There is nothing in 
heaven or earth, but God, that can delight our 
hearts, and ease us of the heavy load of sin. 
Let us not be satisfied with the low and grov- 
elling pursuits of time; but let us look to the 
unchangeable Jehovah, for a supply of his soul- 
refreshing grace. How much has God done 
for us individually? He has, as we humbiy 
trust, made us partakers of his grace, and re- 
deemed us from eternal death. What shall 
we render to him for this abundant mercy? O 
let our future lives evince our gratitude, and 
let our praises unceasingly flow to his throne. 
Dear M..I teel as though I had done nothing 
for God. |Where are the last five years of ny 
wretched hfe? Can they witness to my cxer- 
tions In the cause of the Lord? “I think of the 
days of other yeais, and my soul is sad.” All 
is a barren waste. A few heartless duties and 
cold formalities will never carry me to heaven. 

Sabbath eve. This day, my dear M. I have 
been highly privileged. JI have heard three 
sermons preached by the excellent Mr. R. 
How sweetis the gospel to the.heart of the be- 
liever! How does the pure word of truth ani- 
mate the desponding sinner, and encourage 
him to apply to the Lamb of -God for pardon 
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and sanctification! But this glorious gospel, 
which reveals to mortals the way of salvation, 
the far greater part of the inhabitants of the 
earth are deprived of. “Where there is no 
vision the people perish.” ‘Thousands of im- 
mortal souls are entering eternity, and peopling 
the dark realms of wve. If our souls are of 
greater importance than this world with all its 
‘boasted treasures, how can we calculate the 
worth of those millions of souls, which are 
equally as precious as our own? We have had 
the Bible in our hands from our chilchood; we 
are instructed regularly irom this precious 
volume, every Sabbath. We have believing 
friends to associate with; we enjoy the stated 
ordinances of the gospel. But the dear heathen 
have no such privileges. They are destitute 
of Bibles, Sabbaths, and churches. The inhab- 
itants of Hindostan, to atone for their sins, will 
submit to the most cruel tortures imaginable. 
Widows consent to be burned with their de- 
ceased husbands; parents sacrifice their infant 
offspring to appease the anger of their idol 
gods; they cast them into the river Ganges, 
where they perish. But this dreadfui super- 
stition vanisnes before the benignagt rays of 
the gospel, as the morning dew before the 
rising sun. We enjoy its meridian spiendors. 
Have we any benevolence? Are we suscepti- 
ble of feeling for the distresses of our fellow 
creatures? As we value the salvation which a 
Savior offers; as we value his tears, bis labors, 
and his death, let us now seriously ask what 
we shall do for the salvation of the benighted 
heathen? If we are not permitted to visit them 
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ourselves, and declare to them the efficacy of 
a Savior’s blood; yet we can ardently pray for 
them. And not only pray for them, but by our 
vigorous exertions we can awaken a mission- 
ary spirit in others, and excite them also to 
feel for those who are perishing in pagan 
darkness. M. the subject is copious indeed. [ 
might easily write till the rising sun, and then 
not give you a perfect delineation of the wretch- 
edness of many of our fellow creatures. But I 
must leave these forlorn wretches. Suffice it 
to say, that when the whole universe shall 
stand collected at the bar of God, we shall 
meet them, and there render a solemn account 
for the manner in which we have conducted 
ourselves towards them in this world, I hope 
my dear M. you are living near to God, and en- 
joying times of refreshing from his presence. 
O pray often, and remember me in your pray- 
ers. I shall ever continue to love you. Fare- 
well, my dear M, 


Your affectionate, HARRIET.” 
—- + oe 
Extracts of a Letter to her Sister M. at Charlestown, 
Aug. 1811, 


“A, Fgw moments this morning, shall be 
spent in writing to my dear sister. Accept 
my hearty congratulations for your returning 
health. often think of you and imagine you 
ossessed of every comfort, which can render 
ite desirable. I have been contrasting your 
resent delightful situation with the trying one 
hat is probably to be mine, Although I could 
shed Hoods of tears at the idea of bidding a 
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final farewell to the dear associates of my 
youth, and the guardian and instructor of my 
early years; yeta consciousness that this is the 
path marked out for me by my _ heavenly 
Father, and an assurance that the cause I have 
engaged in is a blessed one, impart at times an 
indescribable pleasure. If some unforeseen 
occurrence should prevent my going to the — 
East Indies, I shall still enjoy the satisfaction 

of thinking that this also is ordered by Ged. 
Should I never go, O may I never forget the 
wretched inhabitants of Hindostan; nor cease 
to pray that they may enjoy the blessings of 
the Gospel. Harrier Atwoopo.” 


1811. 


Aug. 13. How consoling has been the beloy- 
ed promise, when sinking under the contem- 
plated difficulties of a missionary life! “my 
grace is sufficient for thee.” Have I any thing 
but an unfaithful, depraved heart, to discour- 
age me in this great undertaking? Here the 
Almighty God, the Maker of all worlds, the 
infinite Disposer of all events, has pledged his 
word for the safety of his believing children. 
Sooner will the universe sink into nothing, 
than God fail of performing his promises.— 
The cause is good—the foun/lation is sure. If 
the Savior hss promised a sufficiency of his 
grace, what have J to fear? O that I had a 
stronger confidence in God—a heart to rely on 
him for grace to help in every time of need! 
When [reach my journey’s end, how trifling 
will earthly sorrows appear! 

Aug. 14. This is indeed a wretched world. 
Tlow few the joys! how many and various, the 
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sorrows of life! Well; if this world is unsatis- 
fying—“if cares and woes, promiscuous grow,” 
how great the consolation, that I shall soon 
leave it! 

‘Loose, then, from earth, the grasp of fond desire, 

“Weigh anchor, and the happier climes explore.” 

In the Paradise of God, every rising wish, 
that swells the heart of the celestial inhabitant, 
is immediately gratified. O for a dismission 
from this clayey tabernacle—O for an entrance 
into those lovely mansions! _My soul pants for 
the full enjoyment of God. I cannot bear this 
ttle spirituality—this absurd indifference; I 
long to be swallowed up in endless fruition! 

Aug. 15. A letter {vom my friend, Mr. New- 
ell. He appears much impressed with eternal 
concerns. May he enjoy the light of Imman- 
uel’s countenance! Have just heard of Mr. J’s 
arrival,—and that he expects soon to set out for 
India. This unexpected news deeply affected 
my mind. A consciousness of my unprepared- 
ness for this arduous undertaking makes ine 
trembie. But I will give myselfto God; “tis 
all that J can do.” 

Aug. 19. Conscious that the riches and hon- 
ors of this world will not be mine, my deceit- 
ful heart often pros.ises happiness in the soci- 
ety of a dear friend. But how vain this hope! 
O let me from this hour Cease from anticipa- 
ting creature happiness—O that I could look 
to God alone for permanent satisfaction. 


“Dear Savior, let thy beauties be 
Niy soul’s eternal food; ‘ 

And grace command my heart away 
#roi all created good.” 
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Aug. 20. How strong is Christian friend- 
ship. He who enjoined it upon his followers, 
to love God, has likewise commanded them to 
love one another. \f I am a stranger to the 
joys of pardoning mercy; if I ana an enemy to 
holiness; whence arises this union with Chris- 
gians? What has produced this love to those, 
who resemble God? Formerly J preferred the 
friendship and society of those, whose hearts 
were at enmity with God; who disliked the 
sublime and humbling doctrines of the gospel; 
but now I can say with Ruth, “thy people shall 
be my people.”’ My soul is cemented to them; 
and if I am not greatly deceived, my affection 
is the strongest for those, who live nearest to 
God, and are most concerned for his glory. I 
Jove the most abject creature in existence, 
however despised by the wise men of this 
world, who bears the image of the lowly Jesus. 
Yes; how could J rejoice to give the endearing 
appellation of brother or sister, to one of the 
tawny natives of the East, whom grace had 
subdued. 

Aug, 22. Sweetis the name of Immanuel to 
believers, That name speaks peace and con- 
solation to their troubled minds. In him they 
‘tind a balm for every woe. 

«Jesus to multitudes unknown, 
O name divinely sweet! 

Jesus in thee, in thee alone, 
Wealth, honor, pleasure meet. 
Should both the Indies, at my call, 

Their boasted stores resign; 


With joy, I would renounce them all, 
Tor leave to call thee mine. 


il 
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Should earth’s vain treasures all depart; 
Of this dear gift possess’d, 

Td claspit to my joyful heart, — 
And be forever blest.” 

Is this the language of my heart? Am J 
willing to relinquish the pleasures, the hon- 
ors, the riches and the applause of the world, 
for leave to call Immanuel mine? If so. 1 may 
‘enjoy exalted happiness, in a land of strangers. 

To Miss H. B. of Salem, ; 
Haverhill, Aug. 23, 1811, 
“Inpucep by the repeated solicitations of your 
sister S. I have retired to my chamber, deter- 
mining to devote a leisure hour in renewing a 
corresponcence, which has for a long time 
been entirely relinquished. The attachments 
which J formed in the earlier part of my life, 
have of late been greatly strengthened. Those 
companions in whose socieiy, “the longest 
summer days seemed too much in haste,” 
have become exceedingly dear t6 my beart. 
You my H. were one of the choicest and most 
loved members of the deur familiar circle. 
Did pensive melancholy for a moment assume 
the place of mirth and gayety in my mind; 
you were immediately acquainted with the 
cause. Did my youthful heart beat with joy; 
if you were a partner, joy was heightened. 
But particularly dear did the appellation of 
friend appear, when we were unitedly depres- 
sed with a sense of the divine displeasure, and 
when our souls, as we then thought, were irra- 
diated with the light of truth, and washed in 
the peace speaking blood of Immanuel. Should 
our lives be spared, very different will proba= 
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bly be our future destinies.. Biest with those 
beloved friends, whose sympathy alleviates 
every grief, whose socie:: contributes. so 
largely to your happiness, and indulged, not 
only with a competency, but with affluence and 
€ase, you may glide along through this world, 
almost a stranger to the iils attendant en mor- 
tals. But, these joys remain not for me. Des- 
tined to a fur distant. Jand, my affectionate 
friends, my pleasant. home, my much Joved 
country I must leave forever. . Instead of the 
solt delights and elegancies of life, self-deni- 
als, hardships, privations, anti sorrows will be 
mine. Instead of the improved and polished 
society of Haverhill associates, will be substi- 
tuted the society of the uncivilized Hindoos, 
Instead, of being enlivened by the cheering 
yoice of a believing friend, [ shall behold 
thousands prostrating themselyes before dumb 
idols, while the air will ring with the horrid 
sounds of ido} music. No churches will be 
found for the refreshment of weary pilgrims; 
no joyful assemblies, where saints can resort 
to unite in ‘the reviving exercises of social 
worship. All will be dark, every thing will 
be dreary, and not a hope of worldly happiness 
will be fora moment indulged. The prime 
of life will be spent in an unhealthy country, 
a burning region, amongst a peopie of strange 
Janguage, at a retutnless distance from my 
native land, where I shall never more behold 
the friends of my youth. Amid these discour- 
agements, I often find my sinking heart des- 
ponding. But this is not all. Even while 
blest with a habitation in my own countty, t 
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hear some of those friends, whom I fondly 
love, accusing me of love: of. novelty, of an 
invincible attachnient to a fellow creature, of 
superstition, and of wanting a great name. 
Wretched indeed, will be my future lot, if 
these motives bear sway in my determination. 
Surrounded by so many discouragements, I 
find consolation only in God! “None of these 
things move me, neither count I my life dear 
unto me.” A consciousness thet this is the 
path, which my heavenly Father hath selected 
for me, and an ardent desire for the salvation 
of the benighted Heathen, constrains me to 
cry; Here am I, Lord, send me where thou 
wilt. Daily experience convinces me that the 
glittering toys of life are not capable of con- 
ferring real happiness. With my present 
feelings, I may enjoy as much happiness in 
India, as in America. But my great conso- 
lation is that life is short. However great 
may be my trials, they will soon be over, H. 
I feel that ¢éze is a wretched world. It is 
nearly six years since, | humbly trust, I com- 
mitted my ed to God, willing that he should 
dispose of me, as he saw best. He has giyen 
me friends; he has given me many earthly 
comforts; but he is nuw appointing me trials, 
greater than 1 yet have known. But I think I 
can say “Jt ts well.” Give me but humble 
resignation to thy will, O my God, and 1 ask 
no snore. ‘The presence of Immanuel will 
make a mud-walled cottage, a foreign land, 
and savage associates desirable. What but the 
light of the Redeemer’s countenance can make 
me happy here? and what but that ean delight 
my soul, in a far distant country? 
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“For me remains nor time, nor space, 
~ My country is in every place; 
I can be calm and free from care 
On any shore, since God is there.” 

It seems a long time since we had the pleas- 
ure of seeing you at Haverhill. Your time 
undoubtedly passes away very pleasantly in 
Salem. May your happiness be constantly in- 
eee at the return of each succeeding 
year. May you have that peace of mind, that 
heart- felt joy, which is known only by the de- 
cided follower of Jesus. This is pleasure 
that knows no ajloy, and which death can never 
deprive vou of. May I meet you with all my 
dear friends, in that world, where a wide sea 
can never separate us. I hope to spend many 
happy hours with you before [ bid you a final 
farewell. lam affectionately yours, Harriet.” 


1811, 

Aug. 25. With the light of this holy morn- 
ing | desire, to make a solemn surrender of 
myself to God, humbly requesting him to ac- 
cept the wordvess offering., 1 think I can say 
with Mr. Newton, 

“Day of all the week the best, 
“Jimblem of eternal rest’ 

Ang. 26. What word can be more impress- 
ive and w eighty than Erennrry? How replete 
with events that deeply intevest every intelli- 
gent creature! How full of ideas, too big for 
niterance! Apd can Erernity be mine? It the 
word of Jehovah be true; shall surely inhabit 
terniiy, when this short Jife is ended. Yes; 
j feel that I have an immortal part, which will 
continue the same, when time and nature fail. 
And shall it exist, in. glory? 0; let. me fly to 


dub 
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Jesus, and make his arms my resting place. 
Then shall I rest securely, when the heavens 
are rolled together as a scroll, and the elements 
melt with fervent heat. 
September \. Again have been favored with 
the blessed privilege of commuuing with God, 
at his table. How sweetiy calculated ave these 
Sospel ordinances to enliven the cold heatts of 
believers, and to prepare them for the mav- 
riage supper of the Lamb. FE have renewediy 
given myself away to God, in the presence of 
the holy angels, of the assembly which con- 
vened at the house of prayer, and of that Bein, 
whose .presence fills immensity; whose smijc 
gives hope, whose frown, despair. How soi- 
enin the transaction!—Far from the happy land, 
Where salvation is proclaimed, my thoughis 
have wandered over stormy seas, to regions, 
whose inhabitants are siting in the shadow of 
death. No ligiit of divine revelation beams ou 
theun No sanctuarics—no communion tables 
-——no bread and. wine to remind them, that « 
Savior shed bis blood on Calvary for theni.— 
Weep, O my soui, for the forjorn heathen —— 
Be astonished at the stupidity of Christians — 
be astonished at thine own.” Oj, thou blessed 
Redeemer, thou who didst commission thy dis- 
ciples of old towpreach the gospel to every 
creature; wilt thou send forth laborers; niake 
the wilderness a fruitlul field, and cause thee 
desert to blossom like the rose. 
Sept, 3, $m but a stranger and a pilgrim here, 

“In these wild regions, wandering aud foviorn, 

gia ae vg" sibs Lo ay obekle vA 

“And to filil my Hae ee 


Yes; my Redeemer, | know. by expericace 
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ahat this life is a tiresome round of vanities” 
‘hourly repeated.—All is empty. My thirsty. 
soul longs for the enjoyment of God in heaven, 
where the weary and heavy laden find rest. 
‘How long, O my Father, shall I wander in 
this dreary land? When shail I bid a final, 
adieu to these scenes of guilt! 
© Oh, haste the hour of joy, and sweet repose.” 

“How refreshing will heavenly rest be to my 
soul, after a life of toil and hardship! 


Extracts of a Letter from Mr. Newell. 
RY: Andover, Sept. 7, 1811. 
“THE conversation turned this morning on 
that subject which most nearly interested my 
feelings. Mr, ——— while leading my thoughts 
to the glory of the cause I professedly wish to 
promote, has greatly lessened every discour- 
agement and given me a “passion for mis- 
sions,” which I never ‘felt before. Before J 
came to Andover, I felt discouraged and dis- 
tressed; not on account of my health, nor froin 
opposition of friends, nor from a dread of the 
privations and difficulties of a missionary life; 
‘but wholly from the want of more heart-felt 
conformity to God, anda greater concern for 
the salvation of the heathen, I feel that piety 
is as important-here, as it would bein India. 
It requires as much selt denial to live above 
she world and wholly to God here, as it would 
-o leave country, friends, and all that is dearto 
me, and go to a heathen country, a land of 


eurangers.”? 
1811. 


Sept. 7. “Bless the Lord, O, my soul, and 
Sorget not all his benefits,” Yes; Dswill bless 
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and praise thy name, my Gol, my King, my 
everlasting all. I will bless thee for temporal, 

I will bless thee for spiritual favors. Thou 
hast ever been Joadine me with thy benefits, 
“The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom 
shall I fear: The Lord is the strength of my 
life; of whom shall I be afraid? Lord, by thy 
favor thou hast made my mountain to stand 
strong. I will extol thee, for thou hast lifted 
me up; and hast not made my foes to rejoice 
overme. Thou hast brought up my soul from 
the grave—thou hast kept me alive, that [ 
should not go down to the pit. Sing unto the 
Lord, O, ye saints of his; and give thanks at # 
the remembrance of his holiness; for his an« — 
ger endureth but for a moment; his favor is 
life; weeping may endure fora night; but joy 
cometh in the morning.” 

Sept. 10. Depressed with guilt, and tired 
with the vanities of this world, { have retired 
to my chamber, to seek pleasure within. 
When. blest: with a sense of ,mmanuel’s love, 
I find satisfaction in writing, conversing, and 
thinking on divine things; but’ when’ Jesus 
frowns, all is midnight darkness. No duties 
no domestic employ ments,—no earthly pleas- 
ures can charm or delight my mind. 

Sept. 12. "The time is short, I soon shall rise, 

And bid farewell to weeping eyes, 

And reach the heavenly shove, 
T have attempted this morning, to bring India, 
with the parting scenes between, near at hand, 
Surely, nothing but the sovereign power of ¢ 
God could have led me conten\plate, with se- 
renity and composure, the painful scenes of a 
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snissionary. life; and nothing but his grace will 
support me, when farewells are sounding a- 
round me. Oh,how canl ¢hink of that hour! But 
it is a glorious work, for which I am making 
these great sacrifices:—it is nothing less than 
to assist in spreading the triumphs of the cross, 
in foreign lands. ©, could 1 become the in- 
-strument of bringing ove degraded female to 
Jesus, how should I be repaid for every fain! 
To make a female Indian acquainted. with the 
way of life,O, what a blessing'—my soul ex- 
“alts at. the thought! 


—s_ 
Extracts of a Letter from Mr. Newell. 
“Haverhill, Sept. 14, 1811. 
“T yrs evening has been spent in contem-. 
plating the probable scenes of my future life,and 
in praying for the mission. ;I hope I have been 
enabled to sayin the language of humble sub- 
mission, “Here am I,.Lord, send me” to dis- 
tant Indian shores, if it may be for thy glory. 
Separate me forever from the guardian of my 
youth, and the companions of my. playful years, 
and give me the uncivilized Heathen of Hin- 
dostan for my associates, if it be thy will. 
There is a consolation in giving ourselves a- 
way to God, and feeling willingto be guided 
by him in the path of duty which nothing else 
can afford. What are the riches, and what 
the honors and pleasures of this vain world: A 
pleasant home in our own dear native land, 
and the constant society of affectionate friends 
eannot make us happy without conformity to 
God.. If so, may we not promise oursclyes a 
egree of satisfaction in the path selected for 
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us by our heavenly Father, though it should 
lead us to those benighted regions, where the 
glad tidings of salvation have neyer been pro- 
claimed. These favorite lines of Cowper have 
often been a sweet solace to my weary mind, 
when the nameless evils of a missionary life 
have been felc in their full foree;— 


“Give what thou wilt, without thee we are poor, 
“And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away.” 
After a life of trials and hardships, how 
sweet will heavenly rest be to our souls! O 
how little will all our sufferings for Jesus up- 
pear on a dying bed, and in eternity! One smile 
from Immanuel will doubly compensate us for 
every sacrifice which we have made for him. 
This is a wretched life; but itis a short one: 
The children of God will be landed safe on Ca- 
naan’shappy shore; and if we belong to that num- 
ber, we shall meet there too;: all:tears will be 
wiped from our eyes. Though the deformity 
of my heart and the fewness of my benevolent 
wishes for the salvation of immortal souls as 
precious as my own, often fill me with gloomy 
upprehensions; yet sometimes I trust my heart 
does burn within me, when I contemplate the 
forlorn state of the heathen. I Jong for their 
“Conversion—every sacrifice dwindles to noth- 
ing, and J am led to say, how can I refuse to go 
and tell them of the dying Jove of Immanuel! 
Should I go to India, and my life be spent in 
wretchedness, I never could blame you. I dor 
not think, however, that £ can be disapipoinied. 
If there is.a bright side to the scene, I have 
noi dared to. contemplate it.) 7) > 
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Sent. 17. How sweet is this text; “Be cares 
ful for nothing, but in every thing, by prayer - 
and supplieations let your requests be made 
known unto God.” When the difficulties of 
my future life depress me, how often am I in- 
sensibly relieved, and comforted by ‘zs, and 
similar invitations, » How precious, how ex- 
cecdingly valuable is the word of God! 

Sefit. 20, Life like an empty vapor flies — 
Soon will my mortal state be ended,—The ob- 
“jects which now occupy so large a portion of 
my thoughts, will shortly lose their impor- 
tance, and vanish as though I saw them not. 
Vanity is stamped on every earthly enjoyment, 
But pleasure without the least. alloy will be 
found in heaven. 

——2 +e 

) To a Friend. 

( Haverhill, Sept. 1811, 
«“Forcive; my dear M. the liberty I take in 
addressing you in this manner. From my 
first acquaintance with you, I have felt deeply 
interested for your happivess. Nothing but 
an affectionate regard for you would induce 
me to’write to you on a subject, which the 
worid will undoubtedly ridicule, but which en- 
gages the attention and constitutes the felicity 
of the holy inhabitants of heaven. ‘This sub- 
jectis the religion of the gospcl—a subject 
which is infinitely interesting to us both. You 
have of late witnessed « scene, trying indeed, 
and solemn as eternity. “You bave watched 


‘the sick bed, you bave beard the expiring 
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groans of your beloved sister. You fondly: 
hope that she was interested in the covenant of 
redemption, and is now perfectly happy in the 
enjoyment of her God in heaven. When 
standing by the dying bed of this dear sister, 
say, my friend, did you not ardently wish for 
piety similar to hers,—for chaz Jaith, which 
could triumph over the horrors of a dying 
hour? Was the hope then cherished that you 
should meet her in yonder world; when the 
trials of this short life are over? and did this 
hope support your sinking spirits in the trying 
hour of separation? She has gone for ever; 
but we are still prisoners of hope. Could we 
now. draw back the covering of the tomb, and 
listen to her language, how earnestly would 
she beseech us to become reconciled to Gop, 
and devote our lives wholly to his service. My 
dear M. these are not idle dreams. If we re- 
fiect fora moment, we feel conscious that there 
is an immortal principle within, which will 
exist when time and nature dies, This princi+ 
ple is-corrupted by sin, and without-the sanc- 
tifying grace of Gop, we should be unhappy 
even though admitted to Heaven. Do but ex- 
amine the feelings of your, heart one hour, ancl 
you cannot fer a moment doubt the truth of 
this assertion. How important then that we 
should have this work of grace begun in our 
hearts before it is too late, “Now is the ac- 
cepted time, now is the day of salvation.” To- 
morrow our probation may be closed, and we 
may be irrecoverably lost. M,. my heart is 
full. What inducements can I offer you te 
receive Jesus into your heart, and willing!» 


ae 
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sacrifice your all for him? O think of the 
worth of the soul, the price made to redeem it, 
the love of Immanuel, your obligations io live 
to him, the joys prepared for the righteous;— 
and Oh, think of the torments in reserve for the 
finally impenitent—and be induced to flee from 
the wrath tocome. If nothing in Providence 
prevents, before the return of another Autumn, 


G 


‘Harriet will be a stranger in a strange land. 


I go, my friend, where heathens dwell, far from 
the companions of my playful years, far from 
the dear land of my nativity. My contemplat- 
ed residence will be—not among the refined 
and cultivatéd, but among females degraded 
and uncivilized, who have never heard of the 
religion of Jesus. How would it gladden my 
sad heart, in the trying hour of my departure, 
could I but leave a dear circle of females of my 
own age, engaged for Gop, and eminent for 
their usefulness in Haverhill. Well; I hope 
to find a circle of Hindeo sisters in India, in- 
terested in that religion which many of my 
companions reject, though blest with innumer- 
able privileges. But my friend M. will not 
treat with indifference ¢his religion. O no: I 
will cherish the fond hope, that she will re- 
nounce the world, become a follower of Im- 
manuel, and be unwearied in her exertions to 
spread the triumphs of tlie cross through the 
world. I must leave you my dear M. with 
Gop. May you become a living witness for 
him. When our journey through this barren 
wilderness is ended, may we meet in heaven, 
HaRniet.’” 
12 
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Oct. 10.. Ihave this day entered upon my 
nineteenth year. O how great the ‘goodness 
ef God which has followed me, through the 
last twelve months! And shall I be wholly des- 
titute of gratitude? O no; let me this year, if 
my life should be spared, become a living wit- 
ness for the truth, as it isin Jesus. How great 
a change has the last year made in my yiews 
and prospects for life!’ Another year will pro- 
bably affect, not merely my frospects, but my 
situation. Should my expectations be realiz- 
ed, my, dwelling will be far from the dear land 
of my nativity; and from beloved friends, whose 
society rendered the morning of my life cheer- 
ful and serene. In distant India—every earth- 
ly prospect will be dreary. 


“But even there, content ean spread a charm, 
‘“Redress the elime, and allits rage disarm.” 


—_+ eo 
Extracts of a Letter from Mr. Newell. 
Haverhill, Oct. 10, 1811. 
“T rs is the eve of my birth-day, Pens 
sive and alone, I have this evening given full 
scope to recollection of the past, and anticipa- 
tion of the future. . The retrospect of depart- 
ed years affords but little solid satisfaction. 
How has my life been replete with vanity, and 
with sorrows occasioned by frequent depar- 
tures from God! Bur still the recollection of 
some seasons, ever worthy of grateful remem- 
brance, excites in me sensations of unuttera- 
ble joy. There was an hour, when the light 
of divine truth irradiated. my | benighted 
soule-when J could rejoice in the Lord, and 
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joy in the God of my salvation, I could wil-. 
lingly then renounce the world, for it had lost 
its power to charm. How sweet was the idea 
of suffering for Jesus. How sweet to take a 
decided part in his cause. Were it not for 
the continual mercy of Jehovah, I should sink 
under the remembrance of my many backslid- 
ings, since that hour. O for a heart to repair 
to that Fountain, where sinners, vile and guilty, 


can be washed and cleansed.’?—— 


a 


i8tl. 


Oct. 18. How important it is, that I should 
be in a peculiar manner devoted to God, and 
dead to the world. I shall need a large sup- 
ply of the graces of the gospel, and of the con- 
solations of religion, to support me amid the 
numberless trials of a missionary life. When 
dangers stand thick around, and the world is 
utterly incapable of affording me the least solid 
comfort—what wiil sustain me, but entire con- 
fidence in God, as my shield, my only sure de- 
fence? O my Father, let a sense of thy love to 
mysoul,influence me to yield implicit obedience 
to thy commands; and while this love is con- 
straining me to walk in the path which thou hast 
selected for me, may thy grace be sufficient for 
me—as my day is, so may my sirens th be. 

Oct. 20, *Soon I hope—1 feel, and am assured, 
*That I shall lay my head—my weary, ‘aching head, 
*On its last rest; and on my lowly bed, 
The grass green sod will tourish sweetly.”— 
The perusal of the Life, Letters, and Poems of 
Henry Kirke White, has been productive of 


+ 
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much satisfaction. While I have respected 
him for his learning, and superior talents, I 
have ardently wished for a share of that picty, 
which shone so cogspicuously in_ his life, and 
which rendered his character so interesting and 
lovely. His “weary aching head,” is now rest- 
ing in the silent tomb. Henry sleeps, to wake 
ho more: but his spirit, unconfined, is explor- 
ing the unseen world! Q that his example 
may affect my heart. 
—_ 
To Miss S. H. of Andover, 
Haverhill, Oct. 20, 18%1, 
“Witt my dear Miss H. pardon this seeming 
neglect, when [ assure her it has not been in- 
tentional? Did you but know how numerous 
have been my engagements since I left Ando- 
ver, I feel confident that you would not indulge 
one hard thought. I have thought much of 
you, and have often longed tosee you. The 
kindness you showed me while with you great- 
ly endeared you tomy heart. I hope I shall 
ever recollect with gratitude the unmerited fa- 
yors, which you, Mr. and Mrs. W, and my other 
friends conferred upon me while in Andover. 
This day has been spent in melancholy de- 
jection and sorrow of heart, The trials of a 
missionary life, united with my entire unfitness 
for the undertaking, and the fear of being un- . 
der the influence of improper motives, have 
produced distress. But the return of evening 
has dissipated the gloom, and I have been led. 
to rejoice in God, and willingly to surrender 
my eternal all to him. O my friend, is there 
ot a balm in Gilead? is there net an all powers 
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ful Physician there? Who can doubt of the abil- 
ity and willingness of Jesus, to lead his dear 
children along the green pastures. and beside 
the still waters? His sacred presence will cause 
the sinking heart to rejoice, and diffuse glad- 
ness around. Rightly, is he styled Immanuel, 
Let us fly immediately to this hiding place— 
this covert from the storm and tempest. In 
Jesus we are safe; though earth and hell com- 
bine against us. What are the trials, what the 
agonies aitendaut on this pilgrimage state. In 
Jesus there is a fulness sufficient to supply 


,Our every want, healing ior every wound, and 


a cordial for every fear. 

With the deepest interest I have lately read 
Buchanan’s Researches. You have probably 
read it. Has it not inspired you with an ar- 
dent missionary spirit? Can it be possible, that 
Chrisuans after perusing this invaluable book, 


-caa help feeling a deep concern for the salva- 


tion ol the Heathen, and a strong desire for the 
promuigation of the gospel throughout the, 
world! How precious, how exceedingly valua- 
ble is the word of God. How conselatory to 
the belieyer to hear those, who were once 
prostrauug themselves betore dumb idoijs, now 
exciaim, with eagerness, “we want not bread, 
we want bot money, we want the word of God,” 
A .FAMiXNE FOR BIBLES~bow sweet, and. yet 
how paininl the expression. Surely this. walt 
Jead us to.estimate our glorious privileges, in 
this christian jand. , Possessed of every means 
oi jearning the character of God, and the way 
ol salyauon by a Redeemer, how,can we com- > 
plain? Jf exer the religion of the crogs has ex- 
; ‘ . a> os *12 4 A 
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cited within us holy desires, O' let us not for- 
get the destitute millions of Asia: God will 
be inquired of by his people to do great things 
for the heathen world. How importunate then 
should we be at the throne of grace, and none 
ever cried unto God in vain. x 

Dear Miss H. I could write an hour longer, 
but other engagements prevent. Welong to 
see you—long to hear from you again. Do 
write us often. Mama sends much: love—in- 
tends writing you soon—thanks you for your 
last letter. Remember me affectionately to 
dear Mr. and Mrs. W.—likewise to Mr. L. 
and Mr. M. I am, dear Miss H. your affec- 
tionate : Harrier.” 


—— + 


}311, 


Oct. 25. How strong are the,ties of natural 
affection! “Will distance or time ever conquer 
the attachment, which now unites my beart 
so closely to my mother, the dear guardian of. 
my youth—and to my beloved brothers and 
sisters? Q no;—though confined to a foreign” 
country, where a parent’s voice will no more 
gladden my melancholy heart, siill shall that 
Jove which is stronger than death, dwell with- 
in, and often waft a sincere prayer to Heaven 
for blessings unnumbered upon her, Long” 
shall remembrance dwell on scenes, past in” 
the dear circle of Haverhill friends. 

Nov. 4. *Tis midnight, My wavering mind 
would fain dwell on some mournful subject. 
I weep—then sing some melancholy air, to 
mass away the lingering moments. Whar 
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would my dear mother say, to see her Harriet 
thus involved in gloom? But why do f indulge 
these painful feelings? Is it because my Fara- 
er is unkind, and will not hear a suppliant’s 
cries? Is he not willing to direct my wander- 
ing steps—to guide my feet in the paths of 
peace? O yes; his earis ever open to the 
prayer of the fatherless. Let me then go to 
him—tell him all my griefs, and ask of him a 
calm and clear conviction of duty. 

“Why sinks my weak desponding mind, 

«Why heaves my soul, this heavy sigh? 

“Can sovereign goodness ‘be unkind, 

“Am I not safe, if Gop be nigh.” 

Nov. 10 The rising sun witnesses for my 
heavenly Father, that he is good, QO yes; his 
character is infinitely .lovely—his attributes 
are perfect. I behold his goodness in the 
works of creation and providence. But the 
beauty of his character shines most conspicu- 
ously in the plan of salvation. In che Redeem- 
er, beauty and worth are combined. And 
shall my heart remain unaffected, amidst.such 
an endless variety of. witnesses of the glory of 
God? Shall Z be silent, for whom the Son of 
God, on Calvary, bled and died? 

—_eo_ 

IJere the diary, from which the foregoing 
extracts have becn made, closes. But amid 
the yarious engagements which occupied the 
time of Mrs. Newext, and the many inter-— 
esting subjects of her contemplation, she con- 
tinued a frequent correspondence with her 
friends. The number of letters which she 
wrote, from the age of thircecn to her death, 
was remarkable. 
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To Miss R. F. of Andoyer, } 
Haverhill, Now. 10, 1811. 

“How shall I. sufficiently thank my dear Miss 
YF. for her affectionate communication received 
a short time since by Mr. Judson? This was a 
favor which I had jong wished for, but which 
1 bad ever considered an unmerited one, 

Ihave this day visited the sanctuary of the 
Most High. While listening to the joyfal 
sound of the gospel, my thoughts were insen- 
sibly led to the forlorn and destitute state of 
the Heathen, who are unaeqhainted with Bé- 
bles, churches and Sabbaths. I thought of the 
glorious privileges which the inhabitants of 
this my christian country enjoy; and. the 
thought afforded indescribable pleasure, I 
reflected on the many millions of Asia, and 
Africa, and the reflection was full of anguish 
and sympathy... O my fiiend, when will the 
day dawn, and the day star arise in pagan lands, 
‘where Moloch reigns, “besmear’d with blood 
of human Sacrifice, and ‘parents’ tears.” Oh 
when will the religion of Jesus which.bas in- 
radiated our beniy bred souls, be promulgated 
throughout the world? When will Christians 
fee] more concerned for thé galvation of the 
Heathen; and when will the heralds of the gos- 
pel, feel willing to sacrifice the soft delighis 
and elegancies of life, and visit the far distant 
shores, where heathen strangers dwell? . O, 
when will those, who have an interest at. the 
mercy seat, intercede for the »wreiched 
Heathen? . . BS Cig A 

Butimy dear Miss F. though I sometimes, 
fecl deeply and tenderly interested for the 


vw 
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Heathen, and even feel willing to contribute 
my little aid in the work of a mission, yet the 
trials of such a life often produce a melancholy 
dejection, which nothing but divine grace can 
remove. Often does my imagination paint in 
glowing colors the last sad scene of my depar- 
ture from the land of my nativity, A widowed- 
pmother’s beart with anguish wrung, the tears 
of sorrow flowing from the eyes of brothers 
and sisters dear, while the last farewell is pro-~ 
nounced—this is a scene affecting indeed. 
But this is only the commencement of a life 
‘replete with triais. Should my life be pro- 
tracted, my future residence will be far dis- 
tant from my native country, in a land of stran- 
gers, who are unacquainted with the feelings 
of friendship and humanity. 
~~ But I will no longer dwell on these sad sub- 
jects. I will look to God; from him is all my 
aid. He can support his children in the dark- 
est hour, and cause their sinking hearts to re- 
joicc. He has pledged his word, that his grace 
shall-be sufficient for them, and that as their 
day is, so shall their strength be. How con- 
soling the reflection, that we are in the bands 
of God? He ean do nothing wreng with us: but 
if we are members of his family, ali things will 
continually work for our good. Trials will 
wean us from this alluring world, and prepare 
us for that rest which is feserved for the 
righteous. And how sweet wili that rest be, 
after a life of toil and suffering. O how 
aloes the anticipation of fuiure bliss. sweeten 
the bitter cup of life. My friend, there is a 
world, beyond these rolling spheres, where 
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adieus and farewells are unknown. There I 
hope to meet you with all the ransomed of Is- 
rael, and never more experience a painful sep- 
aration. 


«The thoughts of such amazing bliss, 
“Should constant joys create.” 


HA” 


pee 

To Miss F. W. of Beverly, ‘ 

Haverhill, Dec. 43,1811. 

“T wave long been wishing for a favorable op- 
portunity to return my thanks to my dear Miss 
W. for her affectionate letter received Jast 
June. A multiplicity of “avocations which 
could not possibly be dispensed with, have de- 
prived me of this pleasure till now. But 
though my friends have been neglected, they 
have not been forgotten. Ono! dear to my 
heart are the friends of Immanuel p:rticularly 
those. with whom I have walked to the house 
of God in company, and with whom I have 
taken sweet counsel about things which im- 
mediateiy concern Zion, the city of our God. 
These dear Christian friends will retain a 
lasting and affectionate remembrance in my 
heart, even though stormy oceans should sep- 
arate me from them. here is a world my 
sister, beyond this mortal state, where souls ce- 
mented in one common union, will dwell to- 
gether, and never more be separated. Does 
not your heart burn within you, when in hum- 
bie anticipation of future blessedness, you en- 
gage in the delightful service of your cove- 
nant Redeemer? When your spirit sinks with- 
in you, and all terrestrial objects lose their 
power to piease, can you not Say, 


¥ 
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My journey here 

Though it be darksome, joyless and forlorn, 
Is yet but short, and soon my weary feet, — 
Shall greet the peaceful inn ef lasting rest; 
The toils of th’s short life will soon be over. 

Yes, my friend, we shall soon bid an eternal 
farewell to this passing world, and if interest- 
ed in the coyenant, we shall find the rest, 
pions remaineth for the people of God. [ 
thank you sincerely for the affectionate inter- 
est you have taken in my future prospect in 
tife. I feel encouraged to hope that not only 
your good wishes, but fervent prayers will at- 
tend my contemplated undertaking. I know 
that the earnest supplications of the’ faithful 
will avail with God: Plead then, my friend, 
with Jesus on my behalf. The path of duty is . 
the only way to happiness. I love to tread the 
Path, which my father points out for me, though 
Mi is replete with privations’ and hardships. 
Who my dear Miss W. that has felt the jove 
of Jesus, the worth of souls, and the value of 
the gospel, would refuse to lend their little aid 
in propagating the religion of the cross among 
the wretched heathen, when presented witha 
favorable opportunity? However great the dis- 
couragements attending a missionary life, yer 
Jesus has promised to be with those who en- 
ter upon it with a right disposition, even to the 
end of the world. When will the day dawn, 
and the day star arise in heathen lands? Oh - 
when will the standard of the cross be erected, 
and all nations hear of the glad tidings of sale 
yation? When will the millennial state com- 
mence, and the lands which have long lain in 
darkness, be irradiated by the calm sunshjng 
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of the gospel? When will the populous re- 
gions of Asia and Africa, unite with this our 
Shristian country in one general song of praise 
to God! Though darkness and error now pre- 
vail, faith looks over these mountains, and be- 
holds with transport the dawning of the sun of 
righteousness, the reign of peace and love. 
The clock strikes twelve. Pray often for 
me. Write me immediately upon receiving 
this hasty letter. 
Affectionately yours, Harrier.” 
—_eo-—— 
Extracts ofa Letter to Mr. Newell. 
Haverhill, Nov. 21, 1811. 
——THE contemplated mission occupies my 
sleeping and my waking thoughts. O, who 
would not sacrifice fil that is dear in life, to: 
carry the glad tidings of salvation to heathen 
Jands! When, O when, will the day dawn; and 
the day-star arise on distant India! When will 
private €hristians be more importunate in 
prayer, for the universal spread of the gospel. 
© when will the heralds of the. gospel rejoice 
to be counted worthy. to suffer for Jesus and. 
obey his last command; “Go into all the world;, 
and preach the gospel to every creature.” 
—s +o 
To Miss' f. F. of Andover: 
Haverhill, Dee. 29, 1811. 
«Aw hour this sacred evening, the commenc- 
ment of another Sabbath, shall be cordially de- 
voted to my dear Miss F, Alone and pensive, 
‘how can the moments glide more pleasantly 
away than in writing toa friend whose name 
excites many endearing sensations, and whem: 
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from my first introduction to her, Ihave sin- 
cerely loved. Similarity of sentiment will 
produce an indissoluble union of hearts. How 
strong are the ties which unite the members 
of Christ’s family? While dwelling in this the 
house of their pilgrimage. they are subject to 
the same trials and privations; and the same 
hope encourages them to look forward to the 
happy hour of their release, when their weary 
souls shall rest sweetly in the bosom of their 
God. Such I would fondiy bope, is the nature 
of that union which so strongly cements my 
heart to Miss F. Oh that when “the long 
Sabbath of the tomb is past,” our united souls 
may be safely anchored in the fair haven of 
eternal security, where friendship will be pers 
fected. 

I have thought much of you since the recep- 
tion. of your kind letter. I hope that divine 
grace has dissipated your doubts, and that you 
are now enjoying all holy consolation. May 
you be made eminently holy and useful, live 
near to God, and be favored with those rich 
communications of his love, which he often 
bestows upon his children, 

I have been reading this afternoon, some ac- 
count of the superstitions of the wretched in- 
habitants of Asia. How’void of compassion must 
be that heart which feels not for the woes of its 
fellow mortais. When, my friend, will the day 
dawn and the day star arise in those lands 
where the prince of darkness has so long dwelt? 

The hour is hastening when I must bid an 
eternal farewell to all that is dear in the land 
of my nativity, cross the boisterous ocean, and 


13 
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become an exile in a foreign land. I must re- 
linquish for ever the friends of my bosom, 
whose society has rendered pleasant the morn- 
ing of life, and select for my companions the 
uncivilized heathen of Hindostan. I shall 
shortly enter upon a life of privations and hard- 
ships, All the sad variety of grief,”’ will 
probably be mine to share. Perhaps no cor- 
‘lial sympathising friend will stand near my 
dying bed, to administer consolation to my Ge- 
parting spirit, to wipe the falling tear---the 
cold sweat away, to close my eyes, orto shed 
a tear upon my worthless ashes. But shall the 
contemplation of these adverse scenes, tempt 
me to leave the path selected by my Heavenly 
Father? Oh no, I can do all things through 
Christ, who strengtheneth me.” This consid- 
eration, exhilarates my sinking soul, and dif- 
fuses an ardor within, which I would not relin- 
quish for ail the splendors of this world. 

You, my dear Miss F. will not forget to in- 
tercece with Jesus, in my behalf You will 
pray for the wretched heathen of India;_ this 
will lead your théughts to those who have de- 
voted their lives to the work of spreading the 
gospel among them. You will feel interested 
in their exertions; and as often as the sun ris- 
es in the east, you will-inveke for them the 
blessing and protection of the universal Parent. 

When shall ‘I be favored with another inter- 
view with you? Will you not visit me this win- 
ter? I need not assure you that it woujd bea 

-Ssource of the highest gratification.’ Prepara- 
tions fora long voyage, together with visiting 
{viends, has prevented my answering your Iet- 


1611.) Journal in America. 147 


ter before. Do write me again soon—recollect 
that I have a special claim on your indulgence. 
Affectionately yours, Haxraiet.” 


— + eo 


Extract of a Letter to her sister E. at Charlestown. 
Haverhill, 1811. 
My dear E.k1», 2 

‘SI wave lately been led to reflect on the prob- 
able scenes of my future life, with satisfaction. 
The idea, that God can make use of the weuk- 
est instruments to promote his glory, has 
afforded me much consolation. I know the 
foundation is sure, and the cause a bicssed 
one. Be the difficulties ever so many, the un- 
gertaking ever so hazardous; yet if I should be 
made the humble instrument of turning one 
poor heathen trom the worship of dumb idols, 
tu the service of the living God, how glorious 
the reward! Wao would not be willing to sac- 
rifice those enjoyments, which a parent’s 
house affords, leave forever their beioved 
country, aid spend the remuant of their lite in 
the delightful empjoyment of teaching listen- 
ing, attentive, benighted heathen, the way to 
Christ—the road to glory? Kiizabeth, my heart 
exuits at the thought. Yes, I will go; relying 
on ali sufficient grace, 10 bear me conqueror 
through. The presence of Jebovah wil: make 
a mud wall cottage desirable; the iove of Jesus 
and a desire for the salvation of the deluded 
inhabitants of the eastern world, snali lead me 
tO cut those tender ies, which so closely unite 
me to American shores, and say in tbe fan- 
. guage of submission, “Here am 1 Lord, send 
me where thou wit.” 


148 Mrs. Ns Letters and [1812. 


When my mind is engaged in contempla- 
ting the object of this mission, all seeming 
difficulties often vanish; the view delights my 
heart, and it is with reluctance I dismiss the 
subject. A consciousness of my want of prop- 
er quclifications for this arduous undertaking, 
Jeails me to that fountain, where every want is 


abundantly supplied. Harriet.” 
a 
: Bi Letter to Miss P. now Mrs. Nott. 


; Fleverhill, Jan. 11, 1812. 
“THe commencement of a correspondence 
with my dear [viiss P— is attended with many 
pleasant sensations. When one whom I love, 
though an entire stranger, addresses me by the 
endearing appellation of “sister or friend,” I 
lose every embarrassment, and feel the same 
perfect freedom as when conversing personally 
with those companions, with whom I have 
spent the playful hours of youth. Your affec- 
tionate letter met with a cordial reception. 
The perusal of it increased the wish which I 
have long indulged, of being favored with an 
interview with you. The anticipated separa- 
tion from a beloved mother, affectionate broth- 
ers and. sisters, and other valued friends, 
strongly attaches my heart to those “dear se- 
lected few’? who will be my only associates, 
through the little remnant of my fife. When 
eagerly listening to the maternal advice of the 
best of parents, or when attending to the ac- 
cents of love which flow from the lips of broth- 
ers and sisters dear, 1 often say to myself, will 
my Father in heaven condescend to grant me 
friends similar to these, in my dear Miss 
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P » and my ever dear N. ?—Oh yes, my 
heart replies,—rhey will instruct, advise, re- 
prove, and love me too. When the accumu. 
lated difficulties of a missionary life depress 
my laboring bosom, they will direct my 
‘thoughts to that Savior, who has kindly en- 
gaged to be the friend of the friendless,—the 
support of his believing children, Their pray- 
ers, their sympathy and love, will sweetly calm 
each rising fear, and tranquillize my distressed 
soul. 

Nothing but an ardent wish of more exten- 
sive usefulness, first led my thoughts to the 
heathen world. Favored by heaven with every. 
temporal blessing heart could wish, a foreign 
country could have nocharm for me. Aithough 
I frequently contemplate with pleasure a tife 
so peculiarly devoted to the service of Gop; 
yet the consciousness of wanting many impor- 
tant qualific.:ions which I know I do not pos- 
sess, often creates a depression of spirits, and 
a doubt with respect to duty. My youth,a 
slight education, so little vigor and strength of 
mind, so jitthe picty,.-these are obstacles, 
great indeed, I think it does rejoice my heart 
that you my dear Miss P—— and N—— are 
so eminently qualified for the work of the mis- 
sions May you be made the favored instru- 
ments, of leading many wretched temaie In- 
dians, to the Lamb of God, who bied on Caiva- 
ry. On the “great day of dread decision,” 
way the miilions who have heard from your 
lips the way to heaven, rise up and cali you 
biessed, The idea that an ndependent, sov- 
creign Gop, often uses the weakest instru: 
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ments to promote his glory, and carry on his 
plans, frequently affords me encouragement. 
If he has any wor's for me to do in heathen 
lands be wili remove every obstacle, qualify 
ym tor the important undertaking, and support 
me wunder every trial. — e 

Subbath eve. 1 have this day been to the 
house consecrated to the worship of the Most 
High God. I have sat under the droppings of 
the sanctuary with great delight. The inviting 
sound of the glorious Gospel, which bringeth 
life and salvation, has conveyed to my inmost 
soul, a sublime ardor, and heart-felt satistac- 
tion, almost unknown before. O, my sister, 
how valuable, how exceedingly precious, is the 
religion ol Jesus? How uniike that of Mahom- 
et, how diferent from any which the carnal 
heurt can invent! How well is it adapted to 
secure the eternal interest and happiness of all 
created inteiligences; “how juse to God, how 
safe for man.” While contemplating with 
rapiure the superior excg¢liency of the Chris- 
tian relipion, does pot your heart burn within 
you atthe anticipated prospect of 1s universal 
promulgation throughout the world? Tbe pres- 
sent state of the Heathen is deplorabie be- 
youd description. No star in the cast directs 
them to the Babe of Bethlehem, No Sui of 
righteousness has arisen amongst them, to ir- 
radiate their benighted, dreary path. ‘Lhey 
spend their days jn wretchedvess, strangers lo 
the consolations of the Gospel, without a friend 
to point them tothe Savior of sinners, who 
alone can make them happy beyond the graye. 
But “faith jooks over these” lowering “moun- 
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tains,” and beholds with joy unutterable the 
millennial reign of peace and love. The banks 
of the Ganges and the Indus, shall resound 
with the high praises of Immanuel, redeeming 
love shall be the theme of the Hindoo; it shall 
warble sweetly from the lips of the uncivilized 
Hottentots on Afric’s burning sands. The 
wandering, inhospitable Indians of our own 
‘dear native country, shall catch the sacred fire, 
and their hearts will beat in unison. Shall we, 

my dear Miss P be made instrumental in 
hastening this great revoiution? Will our coy- 
enaut Guo condescend to employ us in his ser- 
vice, and biess our feeble efforts? And shall we 
think raed sacrifices too great to make for bim? 
Oh po! Let us willingly take a last farewell of 
friends and native country, cross the tempest- 
uous ocean, and spend a selt-denying, active 
life inthe atempt of leading the females of 
Hindostan to that Jesus, whoim we have found 
so precious to our souls. What if our lives 
are replete with hardships and aiflictions? 


“Our journey here 
“hough it be darksome, joyless, and forlorn, 
6Js5 yet but short; ere long our weary feet 


“hati greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest? 


T have thought much of the plan you pro- 
posed, viz. of studying some new language in 
order to acquire an eastern lapyuage with 
wreater facility. N, and L have conversed up- 
on the subject, and have at length come to 
this conclusion; that considering our present 
indispensable evugagements, It wouid be very 
impracticable. Were we to continue another 
yearin America, I should enter upon the study 
with pleasure. Perhaps in the course of three 
months, it nothing in Providence should pre- 


—_—— 
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vent, we may commence the voyage. Would 
it not then be more for our own improvement, 
to devote our time to reading books calculated 
to excile a spirit of genuine piety, and prepare 

us for future trials and privations? Mr. N. is 
probably with you. When shall { see you both 
at H.? Will you not visit mein the spring? 
Must I be deprived of an interyiew with you at 
my home? I wish much to introduce you to 
one of the best of mothers, and a circle of dear 
brothers and sisters. It is but a short ride 
comparatively speaking— 
Will my friend forgive the freedom with 
which Ihave written. The effusions of your 
pen will always afford me the highest satisfac- 
tion. Miss P. will often think of her sister 


tee Harrier.” 
Extract ofa Letter to Miss C. W. Doyer, N. H. 


Haverhill, Jan. 14, 1812, 


“My dear Miss W. 

“Orren do [ recal, with pleasure, the week I 
spent with you in Andover at the dear hospita- 
bie mansion of our beloved friends, Mr and 
‘Mrs. W.—1'he memory of departed hours pre- 
vents many melancholy sensations. When a 
stranger ina strange land, with what delight 
shall | recur to scen¢s past on American shores, 
—Will Miss W. ever forget ber Harrici?— 

‘Though destined toa foreign couniry, yet dear, 
ever dear to my heart will be those, whom I now 
love. Affectionately yours, H. Atwoon.” 


——— +o 


To Miss M. T, ot Newbury. 
Boston, Jan. 24, 1812, 
‘‘NEITHER (distance nor time has been able to 
effuce trom: my mind the recollection of that 
aiecuon, which I once so sincerely professed 
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to feel for you, my beloved M. My pen would 
not thus lope have laid inactive, had inclination 
‘been souuMed: No, be assured, that nothing 
less than important, indispensable engage- 
ments has prevented me from acknowledging 
the receipt of your kind letter, which afforded 
me much pleasure. I hear from my friend N. 
that vou have been indisposed of late. Such, 

my sister is the lot of rebel man. Our world 
is doomed to agonize in pain and sickness, the 

just desert of sin. Pilgrims and strangers in 
a dry and thirsty land, where no living waters 
flow, we, though so young, fee] the heavy ef- 
fects of the first transgression. A composed 
and tranquil mind, a heart disposed cheerfully 
10 acquiesce in the dispensations of Heaven, 
however trying, is desirable indeed. But this 
divine resignation is a gift of the Spirit. May 
you be favored with a disposition to rejoice in 
God, not only when the calm sunshine of pros- 
perity illumines your dwelling; but also, when 
the dreary tempests of affliction beat upon you. 
The night of sorrow, though dark, is yet but 
short, if we are the children of the Most High. 

As Kirke White beautifully expresses the sen- 
‘timent, “Our weary feet shall ere Jong greet 
the peaceful inn of lasting rest.’ How sweet 
will ee the rest enjoyed in that peaceful inn, 
alter a life of repeated toil and sufferings for 

Christ! Let this idea stimulate us to a life of 

exemplary piety. 

If ever we are favored with intimate com- 
munion with God, and feel the value of that 
gospel which bringeth life and salvation, let us 
compassionate the forlorn Heathen. Let our 
suuls weep for these, who are unacquainted 
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with the glad tidings; who spend their wretch- 
ed livesin worshipping dumb idols;#whose lips 
have never been vocal with redeéming Jove. 
Ob, when will the radiant. Star in the east di- 
rect them to Bethlehem! Oh when will the 
high praises of Immanuel, resound frem the 
lips of the Hindooin Asia, the Hottentot of 
Africa, and the inhospitable Indian of our dear 
native America! 

The glorious morn of the millennium has- 
tens. With an eye of faith we pass the moun- 
tains, that now obstruct the universal spread of 
the gospel, and behold with joy unspeakable, 
the beginning of a cloudless day, the “reign of 
peace and love.” Shall we, my ever dear M. 
who fondly hope that we are the lambs of Je- 
sus’ flock, be content to live indolent, inactive 
lives, and not assist in the great revolution a- 
bout to be effected in this world of sin? O no; 
we will not let it be said, at the great day, that 
one soul for whom the Son of God. became in- 


_carnate, for whom he groaned away a dying 


life, has perished through our neglect. Let 
worldly ease be sacrificed; let a life of self-de- 
nial and hardships be welcome to us,if the cause 
of God may thereby be most promoted, and sin- 
ners most likely to be saved from destruction. 

Notwithstanding all the encouragements 
which the Fae Abies afford to those who Jeave 
all things for God, and devote their lives to 
his service, still, my heart often recoils at the 
evils of a missionary life. The idea of taking 
a last farewell of friends, and country, and all 
that is dear on earth (a few friends only ex- 
cepted,) is exceedingly trying. Yes, my friend, 
Harriet will sbortly be an exile in a foreign 
country, a stranger in a strange Aaeek: But ic 
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is for God that I sacrifice all the comforts of a 
civilized life. This comforts me; this is my 
hope, this is my only consolation. Will M.think 
of me, will she pray for me, when stormy 
oceans separate us? Will imagination ever waft 
her to the floating prison or the Indian hut, 
where she, who was once honored with the ene 
dearing appellation of friend, resides? May we 
meet in heaven, where friends will no more be 
called to endure a painful separation. May peace 
and bappiness long be inmates of M.’s breast. 
May she increase in the enjoyment of her God, 
3s daysand years increase. How can [ wish her 
more substantial bliss? Shail I not be favored 
with one more undisturbed interview with you? 
Shall I not give you a parting kiss? Shall I not 
eay, arewell? Why may I not spend the little 
remnant of my days with you? Must J be sepa- 
rated? But enough—my heart is full—gladly 
would I fill my sheet with ardent expressions 
of lasting friendship. 


«But, hush, my fond heart, husk, 
“There is a shore of better promise; 
*‘AndI hope at last, we two saall meet 
“Tn Christ to part no more.” 

A few more letters will probably close our 
COrEpSpOU PENCE forever. Will you write me 
immediately? M. will gratify me if she loves 
ne. Will you not visit Haverhill this winter? 
I Jong to see you, I cannot tell you how much 
I regretted the loss of your seciety last sum- 
mer. Ihave since been favored with an in- 
croduction to your dear Miss G. A _ lovely 
girl, Affectionately yours, HARRIET.” 
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To Miss S. H. of Andover. 
Haverhill, Feb. 3, 1812, 

“THe jong expected hour has at length arriy- 
ed, and I am called to bid an eternal adieu to 
the dear land of my nativity, and enter upon a 
life replete with crosses, privations and hard- 
ships. The conflicting emotions, which rend 
my heart, imagination will point out to my 
dear Miss H. better than my pen can describe 
them. But still feace reigns many an hour 
within. Consolations are mine, more valuable 
than ten thousand worlds. My Savior, my 
Sanctifier, my Redeemer is still lovely; his 
comforts will delight my soul. Think of Har- 
riet, when crossing the ocean—think of her 
when wandering over Hindostan’s sultry plains. 
Farewell, my friend—a last—a long farewell. 

May we meet in yonder world, “where a- 
dicus and farewells are a sound unknown.” 

Give dear Mrs. W.a parting kiss from Har- 
riet. Write to,and pray often for Harrier.” 


— + oe 


To Miss S. B. of Haverhill, 
Haverhill, Feb. 1812. 
“AccEPT, my ever dear Sarah, the last tribute 
of heart-felt affection from your affectionate 
Harriet, which you will ever receive. The 
hour of my departure hastens; when another 
rising sun illumines the eastern horizon, I 
shali bid a last farewell to a beloved widowed 
mother, brothers and sisters dear, and the cir- 
cle of Haverhill friends. With a scene so re- 
picte with sorrow just at hand, how can I be 
otherwise than solemn as Eternity! The mo- 
tives which first induced me to determine upon 
devoting my life to the seryice of God in dis- 
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tant India, now console my sinking spirits. O 
how valuable—how exceedingly precious—are 
the promises of the gospel. : 
Eighteen years of my life have been spent in 
tranquillity and peace. But those scenes so 
full of happiness, are departed. They are 
gone “with the years beyond the flood”—no 
)more toreturn. A painful succession of joy- 
less days will succeed;—trials, numberless and 
severe, will be mine to share. Home, that 
dearest, sweetest sfiot,—friends, whose society 
has rendered the morn of life pleasant, must 
be left—forgver! The stormy ocean must be 
crossed! ini Indian cottage in a sultry clime, 
must shortly contain all that is Harrict. Per- 
haps no sympathizing friend will stand near 
my dying bed, to wipe the falling tear, to ad- 
minister consolation, or to entomb my worth- 
less ashes when my immortal spiri! quits this 
earthly tabernacle. But why indulge these 
melancholy sensations? Is it not forJesus that I 
make these sacrifices—and will he not support 
me by his grace? Oyes, myheart replies,he will. 

**The sultry climes of India, then I’ll choose; 

“There will I toil, and sinner’s bonds unloose; 

“There will I live, and draw my latest breath; 

“And, in my Jesus’ service, meet a stingless death.” 
My Friend, there is a rest for the weary pil- 
gtim in yonder world.—Shall we meet there, 
—when the long Sabbath of the tomb is past!” 

Sarah—my,. much loved friend—farewell. 
Farewell—perhaps forever. Though trackless 
forests separate—though oceans roll between 
—O forget not HARRIET.” 


14 
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Ow the 6th of Feb. 1812, when the Missiona- 
ries were ordained at SaLemM, Mrs. Newreit 
was present. On that interesting occasion, 
she manifested remarkable tranquillity and 
resolution. Feb. 19, 1812, with Mr. NEwerL1, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Judson, she sailed from 
Salem, and took leave, for ever, of her native 
land, amidst the prayers and benedictions of 
multitudes. But before her departure she 
wrote several letters from which the following 
extracts are made. 


To her Mother. 
Chay aera 7, 1812. 


“J wave only time to write you a line this 
morning, before I leave Charlestown. My 
health is good—friends are kind—and I bave 
not yet had reason to regret my determination 
to devote my life in such a peculiar manner te 
the service of God in heathen India. Be com- 
forted my mother; Christians are praying for 
the success of the Mission, and wili not forget 
these females, who engage in the cause, Do 
not indulge one anxious thought, relative to 
me. If you love your Harriet, mama, com- 
mend her to God and the word of his grace— 
and then leave ber. We shail. shortly meet, 
where separations are unknown. I regret 
much not seeing E. dear girl! But itis all right. 
Give my love to all my dear brothers and sis- 
ters, O shall we, a happy family, meet at last 
in heaven? I shall write you il possible from 
Salem. My dear dear mother, farewell, 
Harris,” 
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To the Same. 
Salem, Feb. 18, 1812. 
“T HAVE only time, my dear mother, to assure 
you of my ardent affection for you, and my dear 
brothers and sisters, to ask your prayers, and_ 
bid you a short farewell. Dear mother, we 
shall shortly meet again. We have every ace 
commodation necessary for the voyage;— 
‘friends in Salem are very kind. I have re- 
ceived many valuable presents;—but you will 
hear. Do not let my departure occasion one 
anxious feeling. I am tranquil and happy— 
the undertaking appears more noble than ever. 
Do let me hear that you are composed and 
happy. Dear mother, farewell;—let the con- 
solations of the gospel now be your support. 
In America or Asia, I shall be your affection- 
ate daughter, Harner,” 
he 
* ' To the Same. 
[ Written the evening before the vessel sailed from Salem*} 
“Here am I, my dear mother, on board the 
brig Caravan, in a neat little cabin, with broth- 
er and sister Judson, Mr. P. and Capt. I. (who 
will spend the night with us,) and another dear 
Jriend, whose beloved society enlivens my spir- 
its, and renders my situation pleasant. I have 
at length taken leave of the Jand of my fore- 
fathers, and entered the vessel which will be 
the place of my residence, till I reach the de- 
sired haven, Thiuk not, my dear mother, that 
we are now sitting in silent sorrow, strangers 
to peace. Ono; though the idea that I have 
left you, to see you no more, is painful indeed; 
yet Ithink I can say, that I have found the 
grace of my Redeemer sufficient for me—his 
strength has been made perfect in my weak- 
ness. We have been engaged in singing this 
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evening, and can you believe me, when I tell 
you, that 1 never eagaged in this delightful 
part of worship with greater pleasure. 

Our accommodations have exceeded my 
highest expectations. God has ever been do- 
ing me good; He wid not leave me in this try- 
ing hour. I feel distressed that I should cause 
you and my other dear friends so much pain. 
Why should you feel anxious, my mother? Let 
me intreat you to dry your tears, which have 
been shed on my account, trust in God, and be 
happy.» The agreeable disappointment which 
I have met with relative to the accommodations 
of the vessel, lays me under renewed obi iga- 
tions to devote myself entirely to my covenant 
Redeemer. I feel a sweet satisfaction in re- 
flecting upon the undertaking, in which I am 
engaged. It is not to acquire the riches and 
honors of this fading world; but to assist one of 
Christ’s dear ministers in carrying the glad tid- 
ing’s of salvation to the perishing heathen of Asia. 

I intended to have written a long {etter to 
our dear M. before I left Salem; but have 
found it quite impracticable. Do give my 
love to her and Mr. H. IL hope they will not 
forget me when I am a Stranger in a strange 
land, Remember me affectionately to Mr. and 
Mrs. W., Miss H. and all my other friends. 
I shall think much of the society of females in 
my native town. Will they not make me a 
subject of intercession at every meeting! O 
that they may be abundantly blessed. 

I never shall repay you, my dear mother, 
for all the kindness and love you have shewn 
ine thus far in life. Accept my sincere thanks 
for every favor, and O forgive me for so often 


1812.]. Mrs. N.’s. Journal. 161 


casing you pain and anxiety, May the Al- 
mighty reward you a hundred fold for your 
kiidness tome. And now, my dear mother, 
what more shall I say but ask you to pray for 
me and engage other Christians to do the same. 

“There is a.calm for those who weep, 

“A rest for weary pilgrims.” 
Parting sounds will not be heard in heaven, 
May we meet there, after lives filled with use- 
fulness and duty. JT have a thousand things to 
say, but must stop short. 

It is lae—I must retire—dear mother, 
adieu.” 
a 

The following Diary was written on her pas- 

sage to India, and addressed to her mother. | 
1812. 

March 9. To you, my beloved mother, shall 
these pages be cheerfully dedicated. If they 
afford you amusement, ina solitary hour—if 
chey are instrumental in dissipating one anx- 
ious sensation from your heart, I shail] be doub- 
ly rewarded for writing. Whatever will grat- 
ify a mother so valuable as mine shall here be 
recorded, however uninteresting it might i be to 
a stranger. The first week after our embark - 
ation 1 was confined to my bed with sea sick- 
ness. ‘This was a gloomy week. But my 
spirits were not so much depressed as I once 
expected they would be. ‘The attendants were 
obliging, and I had every convenience which I 
couid wish on board a vessel. Pebruary 24, the 
vessel sprung a leak. We were in the greatest 
danger of sinking during ihe night. The men 
labored ‘alma constantly at the pump, Capt, H. 

*14 
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thought it best to alter the course of the Cara- 
van, and make directly for St. Jazo. The wind 
changed in the morning. In a day or two the 
leak was providentially discovered and pre- 
vented from doing any further injury. Though 
much fatigued, sleep departed from me. It 
was indeed an interesting night. Though a 
sudden exit from life appcared more solemn 
than ever before, yet I felt a sweet composure 
in confiding in God, and in leaving the dispos- 
al of my lite with him, 

We have no family worship, which we con- 
sider a great affliction. Sabbath forenoon 
Mr.N. or brother J. reada sermon and perform- 
ed the other exercises of worship in the cabin. 
The captain and officers favor us with their 
attendance. I have found much enjoyment at 
these seasons. 1 often think on my American 
friends, who are blessed with the privilege of 
attending statedly on the means of grace. My 
thoughts were particularly fixed op my breth- 
ren and sisters the first sabbath in March. {[ 
thought that our dear pastor would not forget 
to intercede with God for an absent sister, 
while sitting at the communion wble where | 
have often had a seat.. 1 shall devote much of 
My time to reading while on the water. j here 
is but a little varicty inasea life. 1 bave no- 
ticed with pleasure that many Jittie articics, 
which I acctdentally brought with me, have 
contributed much to my comfort. 

We have bad contrary winds and calms for 
ten days past, which wiil make our voyage. 
longer, How can it be that £ wish for those 
winds that watt me farther lrom@py dear moth- 
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ev and all that I have in my much loved native 
country. 

March 10. We have prayers regularly, every 
evening in brother J.’s room, which is larger 
and more convenient than ours. We have 
met another brig, bound to America, as we im- 
agine, but on account of contrary winds, which 
renders it difficult tocome near enough to 

“speak with her, she has proceeded on her pas- 
sages This is the second vessel which we 
have seen at a distance, going direct to Amer- 
ica; but I have not been favored with the priv- 
ilege of sending letters to you. O, how ar- 
dently do I long to tell you, just how I am at 
present situated, and that | am contented and 
happy.—It 1s very difficult writing to-day, on 
account of the constant motion of the vessel. 
Vhe wind is favorable,—we go nearly seven 
miles an hour. 

March 12. A heavy sea to-day;—the waves 
have repeatedly broken on deck, and rushed’ 
with violence down the gang-way into the 
cabin, Our room has not yet been wet. 

March 14. 1 have been agreeably disap- 
pointed respecting our manner of living at sea, 
though we are not free from inconveniences 
by any means. 

March 16. Yesterday morning, religious ex- 
ercises were periormed, as usual, in the cabin, 
Several pages in Law’s Serious Call, read, 
My thoughts dwell on home, and my much 
loved country, more intensely on the Sabbath, 
than on any other day. The sun rises much 
eariier here than in Haverhill. At one I think 
you are going to Church. Several gales of 
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wind last evening. I do not know why it is, 
that I do not suffer more from fear than I do. 
Cousin J. will tell you, how dreary every thing 
appears in a dark evening, when the wind 
blows bard, and the vessel .scemis to be on the 
point of turning over. But we have been 
highly favored, the weather has generally been 
remarkably pleasant. ; 

March \7, 1 have just seen a third vessel, 
bound, as we have every reason to think, to 
dear America, We came so near her as to see 
the men walking on deck: but Capt. TH. re- 
ceived particular orders to speak with no ves- 
sel on the passage. I havea great desire, io 
send you, my dear mother, some communica; 
tion, But this gratification I must give up. 
Five weeks yesterday, since I bid you adieu. 
© that you may never, for one moment, regret 
that you gave me up, to assist In So great, se 
glorious a work. f want more faith, mere 
spirituality, more engagedness in so good a 
cause. Possessed of these blessings, I shail be 
happy, while crossing the tempestuous ocean, 
and when I become an inhabitant of pagan Asia. 

March \8 Tam sometimes almost sick, for 
the want of exercise. I walk last on tue deck 
three umes a day, which is the only exercise 
Ttake. We are now more than 3000 miles 
fron. home. T shall ever find a melancholy 
pleasure in calling my mothers house in ifo- 
verhill, my home, though the Atlantic Muads 
roll between, Long may thg best of Heaven’s 
blessings rest upon the dwelling, where I bave 
spent my playful years in peace, a iis 


riper age I have known what (rang illity is, by 
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happy experience. Leng may my beloved 
nother, and dear brothers and sisters, enjoy 
the blessing of my heavenly Father, and be 
strangers to affliction and woe. 

March 19. It is excessively warm to-day, 
We are pow in the torrid Zone; while my dear 
mother. brother and sisters are probably shiv- 
ering ever a large fire, ] am sitting with the 
' wirdow and door open, covered with sweat. 
Brother and sister Judson are asleep on one, 
bed, Mr. N. lounging on another, while I am 
writing, You know not how much I think of 
you all—how ardently I desire to hear from 
you and see you. My time passes more pleas- 
antly then ever | anticipated. I read, and sew, 
and converse at intervals;—rise early in the 
niorning—retire early at night. 1 find Mr. 
Newel to be every thing I could wish for, 
He pot only acts the part of a kind, affectionate 
friciud, but likewise that of a careful, tender 
finustcian, 

March 20. Lhave been into a bath of salt 
waver this evening, which has refreshed me 
nuch. I think I shall bathe regularly every 
other day. I often think of many ways in 
which I could have contributed to your com- 
fort and happiness, and that of my other dear 
friends, while with you. My mother, my dear 
mother, can you, will you forgive me for caus- 
ing you so much pain, as I surely have done in 
the coarse of my life. and for making you so 
few returns for the unwearied care and kind- 
ness you have ever shown me, I think that if 
your heart is fixed, trusting-in God, you will 
find consolation, when thinking of my present 
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situation. You will be unspeakably happy in 
commending me to God and the word of grace, 
and praying for my welfare in heathen lands. 

March 22, 1 have spent a quarter part of 
this holy day on deck, reading, singing, con- 
versing, &c. ! hope this has been a profitable 
and joyful Sabbath to my dear mother. | 

O how ardently do I Jong again to frequent 
the courts of my God, and hear from his am- 
bassadors the joyful sound of the glorious gos- 
pel. But though in a humbler manner, yet I 
trust we find his grace displayed towards us 
while meeting for his worship—The weather 
is hot in the extreme—we are within a few 
days sail of the line. I have noi found a stove 
necessary more than once or twice since I left 
the harbor. The weather has been much 
warmer than I anticipated. But we keep 
pretty comfortable in the air. 

March 23. 1 cannot yet drink coffee or tea 
without milk. We have water porridge night 
and morning, and sometimes chocolate, which 
is very good. We have every necessary which 
is possible on the ocean, I am thankful, I feel 
no disposition to complain. J have for the 
most part of the time since we sailed, enjoyed 
a great degree of real happiness. The ever- 
lasting God is my refuge. 

March 24. Mr. Newcll often regrets that he 
had no more time to spend with you previous 
to our depaiture. He often says, “Harriet, 
how I do long to see your dear mother.” We 
often look the way where Captain H. tells us 
Haverhill lies. But alas! a vase-ocean and the 
biue sky is all we can see, But there is a jand, 
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my dear mother, where stormy seas cannot di- 

vide the friends of Jesus, There I hope to 

meet you and all my beloved friends, to whom 

on earth I have bid adieu. Oh that, when the 

followers of the Lamb are collected from the 

East and West, from the North and South, Har- 

viet, an exz/e,ina distant land, with her motiier, 

father, brothers and sisters, may be united in» 
ithe family of the Most High in heaven. 

March 25. The weather is about as warm as 
the extreme hot weather in America."*fast sum- — 
mer. Mama may possibly be caticd to fit out 
another daughter for India. If so, I think some 
improvement might be made upon her plan. 
We ail feel the want of more thin clothes. _ 
We are told we shall not be likely to suffer © 
more from the heat in Bengal, than we do 
now. We do not go more than a mile an 
hour. Are within 160 miles of the Equator. 
This is dear little Emily’s. birth day. Sweet 
child—will she ever forget her absent sister 
Harriet, whom once she loved? O no;—TI will 
not for one moment indulge the thought I 
cannot bear to think of losing a place in the 
remembrance of dear friends. . 

March 26. My attachment to the world has 
greatly lessened since I left my country, and 
with it all the honors, pleasures, and riches of 
life, Yes, mama, I feel this morning like a 
pilgrim and a traveller in a dry and thirsty 
land, where no water is. Heaven is my home 
—there I trust my weary soul will sweetly 
rest, after a tempestuous voyage across the 
ocean of life. I love to think of what | shall 
chortiy be when I have finished my Heavenly 
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Father’s work on earth. How sweet the 
thoughts of glory, while I wander here in this 
waste wilderness. I still contemplate the 
path into which I have entered with pleasure, 
although replete with trials, under which, 
nothing but sovereign grace can support me. 
I have at times the most ardent desires to see 
you, and my other dear friends. These de- 
sires, for a moment, are almost insupportable. 
But when I think seriously of the object of my 
undertaking, and the motiyes which first in- 
duced me, to give up all, and enter upon it, I 
enjoy a sweet serenity of mind; a satisfaction, 
which the heaviest trials cannot destroy. The 
sacrifices which I have made, are great in- 
deca; but the light of Immanuel’s countenance 
can enliven every dreary scene, and make the 
path of duty pleasant. Should I at some future 
period be destitute of one sympathizing friend, 
in a foreign sickly clime, I shall have nothing 
to fear. When earthly friends forsake me, 
then “the Lord will take me up.” No antici- 
pated trials ought to make me anxious; for I 
know that I can do and suffer all things, 
“through Christ who strengtheneth me.” In 
his hands I leave the direction of every event, 
knowing that he who is infinitely wise and 
good can do no wrong. 

March 29. We crossed the Equator last 
night. The weather still continues excessive- 
ly hot. Heavy gales of wind, and repeated 
showers of rain, rendering it necessary for the 
captain and officers to be on deck, we had no 
religious exercises in the cabin. 

March 31. It is six weeks, this eyening, 
since we came on board the Carayan, How 
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rapidly have the weeks glided away. Thus 
my dear mama, wiil this short life pass. Why 
then do our thoughts dwell so much upon a 
‘shert separation, when there is a world where 
the friends of Jesus will never part more. 

Aprii\, Vhree sharks caught to-day. In 
their frightful appearance they far exceeded 
the description I have often heard given of 
them. 

May 1. Again, my ever dear mother, I de- 
vote a few leisure moments to you, and my be- 
loved brothers and sisters. The winds and 
the waves are bearing us rapid)y away from 
America. J care not how soon we reach Cal- 
cuttay and are placed in a still room, with a 
bow] of milk and a loaf of indian bread. I cam 
hardly think of this simple fare without ex- 
claiming, O, what a luxury.—I have beéh so 
weary of the excessive rocking of the vessel, 
and the almost intolerable smell after the rain, 
that I have done little more, than Jounge on 
the bed for several days. But I have been 
biessed with excellent spirits, and to-day have 
been running about the deck, and dancing in 
our room for exerczse, as well as ever. What 
do some females do, who have unkind hus- 
bands in sickness? Among the many signal 
fayors, lam daily receiving from Gop, one of 
the greatest is a most affectionate partner. 
With him my days pass cheerfully away—hap- 
py in the consciousness of loving and of being 
beloved. With him contented I would live, 
and contented I would die. his my mother, 
is the language of your Harriet’s heart. 

We are in the latitude of the Cape. The 

15 
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weather is cold, and wi!l probably be so for a 
month—The last winter we shall have—-Ten 
weeks since we left Salem—I often think and 
often dream of you.—Is mama happy? O! yes 
—blest with the rich consolation of the gospel, 
she cannot be unhappy. But mama, the hea- 
then are wretched. For their sake shall not 
some Christians leave friends and country, 
cross-the Atlantic, and submit to many hard- 
ships, to carry them the word of life, I do not 
repent, nor have I ever repented of my under- 
taking. My health is as good as I could rea- 
sonably expect. When I get to Calcutta, I 
wil! tell you more of that. 

When in the exercise of right feelings, I 
rejoice that I am made capable of adding to 
the happiness of one of Christ’s dear mission- 
aries This is the sphere, in which I expect 
to be useful, while life is profonged. This is 
what you calculated upon, and I am now hap- 
py insseeing this wish daily accomplished, In 
heaven I hope shortly to recount to you the 
many toils of my pilgrimage. My dear moth- 
er, and my dear brothers and sisters, farewell 
for the present.—Lest I should forget [ men- 
tion it now—request brother E. W, and all 
who are interested enough to inquire for me, 
to write me long letters. O! how acceptable 
will American letters be. You wild think of it. 

May 8. My dear Mr. N. has been ill this 
week past with the dysentery—so ill that he 
has kept his bed the greater part of the time. 
Should he fall a victim to this painful disease 
and leave me alone in a strange land—But I 
will not distrust the care of my heavenly Fa- 
ther. I know he will never jeave nor torsake 
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me; though a widowed stranger in a strange 
country. The weather is rainy, the sea runs 
high, and our room is often overflowed with 
water. My bealth has been remarkably good 
since Mr. N.’s sickness, and I haye been able 
to attend upon him alittle. But think nfama, 
how painful it must be to the feeling heart to 
stand by the sick bed of a beloved friend—see 
him in want of many necessaries which you 
cannot provide, Four years to-day since my 
father’s death. You, my dear mother, have 
probably thought of it, and the recollection is 
painful. Dear cousin C. has probably before 
this time entered the world of spirits; and per- 
haps more of my dear Haverhill friends. 


“This life’s a dream, an empty show.” 

We find that we have taken passage in an 
old leaky vessel, which perhaps will not stand 
the force of the wind and waves until we get to 
Calcutta. But if God has any thing for us to 
do in heathen Asia we shall get there and ac- 
complish it. Why then do we fear? It is God, 

“Who rides upon the stormy winds, 
“And manages the seas.” 
And is not this God our God? 

May 10. Mr. Newell’s health is much im- 
proved, “I will bless the Lord because he hath 
heard the voice of my supplications.” The 
weather is still cold and unpleasant. We are 
tossing about on the stormy waves, and are 
subjected to the numerous inconveniences of 
a seafaring life. We go at the rate otf 160 
miles in24 hours. We hope to reach our des- 
tined haven in six or seven wecks, 
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Scarcely a night passes, but I dream of my 
dear mother, brothers and sisters. My sleep- 
ing hours are pleasant. 

May 11. I have been reading what I have 
written, and fear that mama will conciude from 
Some sentences, that I am not so happy in my 
present situation, as she could wish. It has 
never been my intention to leave this impres- 
sion on your mind. Believe mé€, my mother, 
in the sinccrity of my heart 1 can say, that 
with a very few exceptions, I am happy all the 
day long. Though I am deeply sensible of 
my want of many qualifications, which would 
render a female highly useful among those of 
her own sex in Asia, yet I delight in the 
thougat, that weak and unqualified as I am, a 
sovercigi God may see fit to make me the in- 
strument of doing some good to the heathen, 
either directly or indirectly, Recollect, mama, 
that happiness is not confined to any particular 
Sliuation. 

The humble cottager may enjoy as much 
happiness zs the king on his throne. Blest 
with a competency, what more do we want? 
This God has hitherto ‘granted me; andmore 
than this, he has often given me the enjoy- 
mentof himself, which you know by happy ex- 
perience is of greater value, than ail this earth 
can afford: 

“Give what thou wilt, without thee we are poor, 

“And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away.” 
I think | never enjoyed so much solid peace 
of mind—never was so free from discontent 
and melancholy, as since IL have been here; 
though I still retain a sinful heart, and often 


e 
1812] on her Passage to India. 178 


am led to doubt the reality of my being pex- 
sonally interested in the covenant. 

iilay 14 You will not doubt but what my 
health is excellent, when I tell you that I eat 
meat three times a day with a very good rcet- 
ish. IE generally drink water-gruel morning 
and evening, instead of coffee andtea. The 
gingerbread which the ladies in Salem made 
for us, is still good.* But we find that the 
crackers, which capt. Pearson put up for us, 
have been, and still are, niore acceptable than 
any thing else which we havé. The preserves, 
which I brought from home were aimost use- 
less.’ For in a week or two after we sailed 
they grew mouldy, and I gave them to the sai- 
lors. Those which Mrs. B. gave me kept ve- 
ty well. Mr. N. relished them in his sick- 
ness. I wish to thank her. 

May 1\7.—Sabbath eve. This has been a 
pleasant day. We assembled in the cabin as 
usual, and joined in the worship of Ged. I 

have enjoyed as much this day as ever I did in 
an American church, ‘The presence of Jesus 
is not confined toatemple made with hands. 
Many hundreds flock to his house every Sab- 
bath. The word preached does not’ profit 
them. They go and return without a blessing; 
while the believing two or three’ who are 
gathered together in his name are favored with 
his presence. This thought often gives. me 
great encouragement, when lamenting my long 
absence froin the courts of the Lord. “1 have 
Joved the place where thine honor dwelleth.” 
’ May 20, This is probably a delightful month 
with you. “Lhe winter is past, and the tinve 
#ED 
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of the singing of birds iscome.” May health, 
peace and joy reside in my dear-loved native 
dwelling. O! may my mother dear and all 
her children be favored with those joys, which 
the gospel of Jesus affords. Pray that Harriet 
May possess them too, though far away from 
friends and home ai ihe 

May 2i. How does our dear Church flour- 
ish? Is the little flock»which our dear pastor is 
attempting to direct to glory, increasing in 
strength, piety, and numbers? And how 1s it 
with the pious few, whom I left walking ciosely 
with God, like pilgrims and strangers, and 
daily expectants of rest? O that I were with 
them, to speak a word to our dear sisters, and 
exhort them to be faithful unto the end But 
no—mama, do not regard the opposition of the 
world, or Satan; but O, be active, be engaged 
in promoting piety around you. O, that I had 
done more for Jesus, when with you—O that 
those evenings which were spent in vanity, 
had been sacred to prayer!’ Tell cousin J to 
exert every faculty of his soul for God. 

May 22. How does dear tittle A. do? [| 
should foye to see the sweet child. May he 
long live to comfort his parents, and do good 
in the world! Our dear Mr. W. is probably 
now at Elaverbill. It would have been pleas- 
ant to see him once more. Do give my love 
tohim. Will he write me one letter? M. I 
hope, has become very good, and is affording 
you much assistance and comfort, C. jikewise 
and little E. I hope are great biessings to 
their dear mother. Lo kiss all the children 
for me. I shall expect letters from every 
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‘one. I shall not ask for them; for mama 
knows what I want. I cannot yet give up the 
idea of having a visit from you, when I get 
settled in my little Indian hut. Perhaps E. S. 
or C. may accompany some missionary to 
Asia, if the mission-ship should be sent—but 
let me stop. I have thought more than ever, 
since I Jeft home, that I shall return to Amer- 
ica again, if deprive< by death of my dear, 
dear Mr. N; Oh that such an event might 
never bappen. But life is uncertain, particu- 
larly in burning India. I am trying to famil- 
iavize my mind to every affliction. We often 
conyerse of a separation. It is his wish that T 
should return to you immediately, should such 
an event take place; unless [ am positive of 
being more extensively usefyl ainong the 
heathen. 

May 24, Hope my Haverhill friends have 
enjoyed as much comfort as [ have, this holy 
Sabbath. 

May 31, We have, this evening, been vead- 
ing some account of Birmah, Never beiore 
did I so much feel my dependance on God, 


We are going among a savage peopte without ./ 


the protection of a religious government, We 
may possibly one day die martyrs to the cause 
which we have espoused. But trusting in 
God, we may yet be happy, infinitely more 
happy, than all the riches and honors of this 
world can make us. I hope you wiil neverin- 
dulge an anxious thought aboutus. Pray of- 
ten and pray earnestly for us. O bow does the 
hope of heaven reconcile me toa life of trials, 
When my friends in America hear of my de- 
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parture from this vale of tears, let the thought 
that [am at rest in Jesus, influence them to 
rejoice rather than to weep. ' , 
June 7. The weather grows warmer, and the 
heat will probably continue to increase until 
we reach Calcutta. But we have fine winds, 
which render the weather comfortable. Wor- 
ship as usual in the cabin to-day. We have 
commenced and ended this Sabbath nearly at 
the same time with the Christians in India. If 
mama and our other friends wefe now to look 
on the map, they would see us in tlie torrid 
zone, passing near the fertile island of Ceylon, 
The idea of being within some hundred miles 
of iandis really pleasant. We have had strong 
gales of wind, and heavy rains, attended with 
thunder and lightning of late;—which might 
terrify a heart, more susceptible of feeling than 
mine. I know not how it is; but I hear the 
thunder roll;—~see the lightning  flash;—and 
the waves threatening to swaliow up the ves-' 
sel;—and yet remain unmoved. ; 
June 9, We are now looking forward in ex- 
pectation of shortly seeing the shores of Cal- 
cutta. The idea of again walking on the earth, 
and conversing with its inhabitants, is pleas- 
ing. Though, as we-often’ remark to each 
other, this may be the pleasantest part of our 
lives. We do not calculate upon a life of ease. 
June i0. We have been packing some of 
our things to-day. Hope to reach. port Sab- 
bath-day, if the winds prove favorable. 
’ June 1). Some visitors from land to-day,— 
two dirds anda butterfly. ‘We suppose, that 
we are about one hundred miles from land.’ 
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The weather unpleasant and rainy last night 
and to-day. I dread rainy weather very much 
‘at sea. How does dear E. do? Is she a very 
good child? Do, dear mother, talk often to the 
children about their sister Harriet. Do not 
let them forget me. I think much of dear sis- 
ter E. How happy should I feel, if she were 
with me. Dear girl! with what sensations do 
I recal the scenes of other years! I hope that 
E. is happy. Perhaps ere this she has given 
herself to God, and commenced a serious and 
devout life, If this is the case, my heart con- 
gratulates her. My mother, shall so much 
loveliness be lost? 

June \2. Rejoice with us, my dear, dear 
mother, in the goodness of our covenant God. 
After seeing nothing bat sky and water for 
one hundred and fourteen days, we this morn » 
ing heard the joyful exciamation of ‘and, 
land!” It is the coast of Orissa, aLout twenty 
miies from us. Should the wind be favorable, 
we shall not lose sight of land again until we 
get to Calcutta. We hopeto see the pagoda 
which contains the Idol Juggernaut, bciore 
sunset. The view of the Orissa coast, though 
at a distance, excites within me a variety of 
sensations unknown before. For it is the land 
of pagan darkness, which BucHANAN so feel- 
ingly describes. 

June 13. A calm—Passed the temple of 
Juggernaut, and the Black Pagoda—buat the 
weather being hazy, we could not see them. 
In the afternoon for the first time spoke a vese 
sel. An American ship from the Cape of 
Good Hope. It seemed good to hear the voice 
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of a human being not belonging to our number. 
Agreed to keep company during the night. 

June 14. No public worship to-day.—The 
Jast night, a sleefless,—tedious one.—Sounded 
every half hour all night.—The water shal- 
low, and of a dirty light green.—Surrounded by 
shoals,—in perpetual danger of running upon 
them. Many vessels have been shipwrecked 
here, and in the Hoogly river. May that God, 
who has hitherto been our protector, still stand 
by us.—Anxiously looking for a pilot, but no 
vessel in sight.—The ship and brig close by 
us.—Pleasant having company. Spoke with 
the brig to-day—-Owned by some one in Cal- 
culta, and manned by Bengadiees. J could see 
them distinctly with a spy glass.—Lost sight 
of jand.—No sun for three days. 

June 15. We anchored last night. Danger- 
ous sailing in this place in the dark—provi- 
dentially discovered a pilot’s schooner this 
morning. Vesscls are sometimes kept waiting 
ten days or more fora pilot. The pilot, an 
Engiish lad, called the leadsman, and the pilot’s 
Hindoo servant, came on board, bag and bag- 
gage. IJ should like to describe this Hindoo 
te you. He is small in stature, about twenty 
years of age, of a dark vopper color. His 
countenance is mild, and indicates the most 
perfect apathy and indolence. He is dressed 
in calico trowsers awd a white cotton short 
gown. Heis a Mahometan. 1 should not im- 
agine he had force enough to engage in any 
employment. is fs 

June ‘6 Last night by sunset the anchor 
Was thrown again. A heavy sea; the vesse} 
rocked violently all. the evening. ‘The Water, 

‘ , : 3 * Le | 
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rushing in at the cabin windows, overflowed 
our rooms. The birth is our only place of 
refuge at such times. 

About eleven the cable broke, and we were 
dashed about all night in continual danger of 
running upon some shoal. The anchor was 
lost, yet we were miraculousiy preserved from 
a sudden and awful death, by that God who 
rules the seas, and whom the winds obey. I 
slept the greater part of the night sweetly; 
though the dead lights were in, which made 
our room excessively hot, and much confusion 
was on deck; all bauds hard at work the most 
of the night:—What a blessing, O my mother, 
is health Were [ on iand, 1 think no one 
would be so free from complaints, as I. Even 
here, notwithstanding all the fatigue to-which 
i am unavoidably subjectec, I get alone sur- 
prisingly. —Saugor {sland about two miles from 
us. This is the island where so many inno- 
cent children have been sacrificed by their 
parents, to sharks and alligators. Cruel, cruel! 
While I am now writing, we are fast entering 
the river Hoogly.—-For several days past, we 
have had frequent showers of rain. This is the 
time at which the rainy seasup commences in 
Bengal. IJtis the most unhealthy part of the 
year. The weather is not uncomfortably warm, 

12o0’clock. A boat filled with Hindoos from 
Cudjeree, bas just left our vessel. It is called 
a port-boat. They have taken letters, which 
wil be sent post haste before us, to Calcutta. 
These Hindoos were naked, except a piece of 
cotton cloth wrapped about their middle. 
They are ofa dark copper color, and with much 


180 Mrs. N?s Journal {1812. 


more interesting countenances, than the Hin- 
doo we bave now on board.. They appeared 
active, talkative, and as though they were ca- 
pable of acquiring a knowledge of the Chris- 
tian religion, if instructed. Their hair is black 
—some had it shaved off the fore part of the 
head, and tied in a bunch behind; that of the 
others, was all tuined back. I long to become 
acquainted with the Hindoo language. 

1 o’clock. We are now so near land as to see 
the green bushes and trees on the banks of the 
river. ‘Phe smell of the land air is reviving. 
We hear the birds singing sweetly in the 
bushes. 

5 o’clock. I wish my ever dear mother cquld 
be a partaker of our pleasures. Were it in my 
power, how gladly would I describe to you, 
the beauties of the scenery around us. After 
passing hundreds of the Hindoo cottages, 
which resemble hay-stacks in their form and 
color, inthe. midst of cocoa-nuts, banuna and 
date trees, a large English stone house will ap- 
pear to vary the scene. Here will be seen a 
Jarge white Pagoda through the trees, the 
place where the idol gods are worshipped; 
there a large ancient building in ruins, Some 
Hindoos are seen bathing in the waters of the 
Ganges; others fishing; others sitting at their 
case on its banks; others driving home their 
cattle; which are very numerous; and oihers, 
walking with fruit and umbrellas in their 
hands, with the litle tawny. children around 
them. The boais frequently come to our ves- 
sel, and the Hindoos chatter; but it is thought 
best to take no notice of them. This is the 
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most delightful ¢7z7a/, Lever had. We anchor 
in the river to-night, twenty-five miles from — 
Calcutta. Farewell. 

wnel?. After a tedious voyage, we have, 
my dear mother, arrived at Calcutta. We 
reached here yesterday, at three o’clock in 
the afternoon. Mr. N. and brother J. went on 
shore immediately, and returned in the evening. 
They called at the Police office, entered their 
names, called upon Dr. Carey at his dwelling- 
house at Calcutta, were cordially received, and 
by him invited to go immediately to Seram- 
pore. They likewise saw Mr. Marshman and 
Mr, Ward. I cannot say that our future pros- 
pects are at present flattering, but hope before 
I send you ¢his, they will weara different aspect. 

Mr. N. and J. will go on shore again this 
morning; we hope to be permitted to land and 
reside here Jor a scason, but know not how it 
will be. 

Yhe English East India Company are vi@- 
dent/y Opposed to missions; but I will tell you 
more at some future time. Oh that their hearts 
might be opened to receive the blessings of the 
gospel. O my mother, my heert is pained 
within me at what I have alveady seen of these 
wretched Pagans. Here we are, surrounded 
by hundreds of them, whose only object is to 
get their rice, eat, drink, and sleep. One of» 
the writer cast, dressed in a muslin Cuprab and 
white turban (which is the common habit of 
that cast,) who can talk English, has just left 
the cabin. His nameis Ram-soy-Gos. Your 
pious heart, my dear mother, Would melt with 
compassion to hear him talk, O tke supersti- 
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tion that preyails through this country! I am 
sure, if we gain admittance into Asia, I shall 
plead harder with American Christians to send 
missionaries. to tbese Bengal heathen, than 
ever a missionary did before. 

Three miles from Calcutta, a native came 
with a basket of pineapples, plantains, (which 
taste Jike arich pear,) a pot of fresh butter, 
and several loaves of good bread—a present 
from one of Capt. H.’s friends. At night I 
made a delsczows meal on bread and milk. The 
milk though thin, was a luxury. Yesterday 
and last. night we were not uncomfortably 
warm, as the day was cloudy, attended with a 
litue rain. But to-day it is excessively hot. I 
dare not go on deck, for I burned my face so 
yesterday, that it is almost ready to blister; 
owing to my going on deck without a bonnet. 
You have heard of the natives dying by being 
sun-struck. 

I think I can say, I never felt better in Amer- 
ica, than Ido here. Calcutta harbor is a de- 
lightful place. But we are quite tired of the 
noise. The natives are as thick as bees; they 
keep acontinual chattering, I like the sound 
of the Bengallee much. ee 

June 18. Yesterday afternoon we left the 
vessel and were conveyed in a Palanquin 
through crowds of Hindoos to Dr. Carey’s. 

No English lady is here seen waiking the 
streetss This Ido not now wonder at. The 
hatives are so numerous and noisy, that a walk 
would be extremely unpleasant. Calcutta 
houses are built almost entirely of stone. “hey 
are very large and airy, Dr. C,’s house ap- 
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peared like a palace to us, after residing so 
long in our little room. He keeps a large 
number of Hindoo servants. Mrs. Carey is 
very ill at Serampere. The Doctor is a small 
man and very pleasant. He received us very 
cordially. This morning we saw some of the 
native Christians. Ram-Mo-Lund was one. 
They cannot talk English. A son of Dr. C.’s 
is studying law at Calcutta He is an amiable 
young man. Ap invitation to go to Serampore 
to-morrow. 

June 20. At Serampore. We came here 
last evening by water. The dear missionaries 
received us with the same cordiality, as they 
would, if we had been own brothers and sisters. 
This is the most delighiful place I ever saw. 
Here the missionaries enjoy a// the comforts 
of life, and are actively engaged in the Re- 
deemer’s service. After a tedious voyage of 
four months at sea, think, my dear mother, 
how grateful to us is this retired ard delight- 
ful spot.. The mission house consists of four 
large, commodious stone buildings. Dr. Ca- 
rey’s, Dr. Marshman’s, Mr. Ward’s, and the 
common house. In the last we are accommo- 
dated, with two large spacious rooms, with 
every convenience we could wish. It has eight 
rooms on the floor, no chambers; viz. the two 
rooms aboye mentioned, with two other lodg- 
ing rooms, the dining hall, where a hundred 
or more eat, a large elegant chapel, and two 
large libraries, ‘The buildings stand close to 

‘the river. The view of the other side is de- 
lig btful. 

The garden is larger and much more ele- 
gant than any | ever saw in America. A few 
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months since the printing-office was destroyed 
by fire. This was a heavy stroke; but the 
printing is now carried on very extensively. 
There ts a larce number of out buildings also; 
the cook house, one for making paper, &c. 

June 21. Mv. N. preached this morning in 
the mission chapel. Mr. W. in the afternoon 
in the Bengallee language to about fifty Hin- 
doos and Mussulinen. This afternoon, I sball 
ever recollect with peculiar sensations. The 
appearance of the Christian Hindoos “when 
listening to the word of life, would have re- 
proved many an American Christian. Had you 
been present I am sure yon could not have re- 
frained from weeping. Had an opposer of 
missions been present, his objections must have 
vanished. He would have exclaimed, what 
hath God wrought! To hear the praises of 
Jesus sung by a people of strange language; 
to see them kneel belore the throne of grace; 
to behold them eagerly catching eyery ward 
which proceeded from the mouth of their min- 
ister, was a joyful, affecting scene. Rejoice, 
my mother; the standard of the blessed Em- 
MANUEL is erected in this distant pagan land; 
and here the gospel will mndoubtedly continue 
ull the commenceinent of the bright millennial 
day. Inthe evening brother J. preached. How 
precious the privileges I now enjoy. 

June 22. 1 have every thing here which 
heart could wish, but American friends. We 
are treated withthe greatest possible kindness. 
Every thing tends to make us happy and ex- 
cite our gratitude. You would love these deap. 
missionaries could you see them. 
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June 24, 1 have just returned from a scene 
calculated to awaken every compassionate 
feeling. At nine in the morning we tooka 
budgerow, and went three or four miles up the 
river to see the worship of Juggernaut. The 
Jog of wood was taken from his pagoda and 
bathed in the sacred waters of the Ganges. 
The assembled worshippers followed the ex- 
ample, and thousands flocked to the river 
where with prayers and many superstitious 
yites, they bathed. Miserable wretches! O that 
American, Christians could but form an ade- 
quate idea of the gross darkness which covers 
.his people. 

July \4. A letter from Calcutta inform us 
¢hat the Frances will sail for America in a day 
ortwo. With this information T must be ex- 
peditiousin writing, Asthe Caravun will sail 
xo a short time, FE shall neglect writing now to 
many of my dear friends, to whom I shall then 
be very particular. I hope the contents of this 
little book will be gratifying to my dear moth- 
er. She will remember that they were writ- 
ten while the events were fassing, und that 
they were the feelings of the moment. You 
Will therefore fee] disposed to pass over all er- 
rors, and think it like the private conversation 
of one of your daughters, 

Iam sure, I love my dear, dear mother, and 
my beloved 6rochers and sisters, and all my 
dear American friends, as well now, as I did on 
the’ morning when [ took my last farewell of 
home. 1 long to ear from you all. When- 
ever you think of me, think lam happy and 
contented; that I do not regret coming here, 
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My dear mother, unite with me in praising; 
God for one of the best of Ausbands. Oh wha 
would have been my wretchedness, had I foun 
Mr. N. a cold, inattentive partner. But he i: 
ail that I could wish him to be. Do give 
much love to all my friends in Haverhill. © I 
cannot stop to particularize them, They are 

‘all dear to me, and I shall write to many oi! 
them by the Caravan. Dear mother, if I supy 
pose’you had one anxious thought about me, 1 
should not feel happy. I think I see you sur: 
rounded by your dear family, taking mbit 
in their society, and blessing Gop for one chil 
to consecrate to the work of a mission, O that 
you might find the grace of Jesus sufficient 
tor you. As your day is so may your strengt 
be. Trust in Gop; he will support you under 
every trial. I hope to meet my dear mother 
and brothers and sisters in heaven where ha 
shall never be separated. 

Farewell my dear, dear mother. May you 
enjoy as large a share of earthly bliss, as your 
God shall see best to give you; and.O that the 
joys of rhat gospel, of which the Heathen are 
igborant, may be yours in Jife,and in the sol- 
emn hour of dissojution—Ferewell.—A letter 
1o our dear Miss H. almost finished, lies by 
me;—wiil be sent by the Caravan. One to 
Mr. Dod;-c likewise. Love to both. 

Hagrret Newe.n, 


—— } 


The first of the following letters was begun. 
» at sca, and finished after He arrival in India/ 
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April 14, 1812. 
On board the Caravan—at Sea. 
“My dear Mrs, K. 
“Most sensibly do 1! feel the loss of the soci- 
ety of my Christian friends in Haverhill, with 
whom I often took sweet counsel. How-re- 
peatedJy have I commemorated the death of 
the blessed Jesus at his table with my sister 
and friend, my ever dear Mrs. K. The ties 
ave still strong which attach my heart to her; 
and though I no more anticipace another meet- 
ing with her on earth, yet I hope to sit with 
her at the gospel] feast in heaven, where all 
parting tears will be wiped away. Two months 
this day since I left my native shores and be- 
came a resident of this floating prison. The 
change has been great indeed which the last 
months have effected in my situation. Many 
have been the inconveniences apd privations 
to which I have been subjected. I have relin- 
quished a life of ease and tranquillity in the 
bosom of my relatives and friends, for the hard- 
ship of a voyage across the Atlantic, and a hab- 
itation in an unhealthy clime among heathens, 
But Iam far from being unhappy. 1 have 
found many valuable sources of enjoyment, 
and believe Ican say in the sincerity of 
my heart, that notwithstanding my separation 
from every object which once I loved, yet I 
never was happier or more contented in my 
life. In one bosom friend I find the endear- 
lig quatitics of a parent, a brother, and a hus 
baud, all united. This sympathy alleviates 
every sorrow—his prayers diffuse joy and cons 
avistion through my heart, and while he les- 
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sens my earthly griefs, he points me to that 
world, where the weary are at rest. 
5 June 9, lat. 10°, long. 56°. 
We are rapidly ‘advancing to the piace of 
eur destination, A few days more will proba- 
bly land us on the shores of Asia. I feel, my 
dear Mrs. K. a mixture of pleasing and melan- 
choly sensations, as I approach nearer Calcut- 
ta. Melancholy, because I can see none of my 
friends there, and it is an unhealthy, sultry re- 
gion, which the gospel has never illuminated 
—pleasing, because a hope is indulged that 
ere long the darkness of paganism will be 
scattered, and the news of salvation be diffuse 
far and wide. 
My health has been remarkably good, since 
we crossed the equator the last time. This I 
consider a very great blessing, and some er- 
couragement that I shall enjoy the same favor. 
in India. The weather is excessively hot; 
the nights are very uncomfortable, owing to 
the confined air of aur rooms. But what is this 
compared with india? The recollection of de- 
parted pleasures often casts a gloom over my 
present enjoyments, ‘I think of the days of 
other years, and my soul is sad.” How docs 
dear Haverhill, my much loved native town, 
appear? How are its dear inhabitants? How is 
the little flock of Jesus of which you area 
member? How flourishes that dear society 
of praying females? How is our dear pas- 
ior? Are the weekly conferences continued? 
Are there many who attend them? Are there 
many inquiring the way to Zion? Are there any 
new conyerts to the power of truth? Are there 
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numbers daily added to the Church of such as 
shall be saved? Were I with my dear Mrs. 
K. how gladly would I particularize. But I 
Tust stop. In one or two years, I may have 
an answer to these questions. O that it might 
be such an answer, as will gladden my heart, 
and cause our little Mission-band. to rejoice. 
} hope that it will not be long before glad 
tidings from the East will give you joy. , 

O that this infant Mission might ever live 
befove God. May that quarter of the globe, 
where so many wonderful transactions have 
seen performed, be filled with the glory of 
Grod. O that the standard of Emmanuel’s cross 
were already erected in Heathen Asia, and 
that Mahometaus and pagans were prostrated 
oefore it. I cannot but hope that the labors of 
sur missionary biethren will be abundanuy 
successful in winning souls to Christ, and that 
we shall afford them some comfort and assist- 
ance in the arduous, but glorious work, 

‘ June 14, 

My dear Mrs. K. I think will congratulate 
18 on again seeing land. 1 have been walking 
on deck, and have seen a boat filled with Hin- 
Joos approach our’vessel._ I like their appear- 
ince much, and feel more reconciled to ihe 
dea of lix-ng among them than ever before. 
Vly heart burns within me while I write. O 
ily friend, will these degraded pagans ever be 
ovought to Jesus? 
f Serampore, July 16. 

I baye not ime to review what1 wrote you 
ny Gear Mrs. K. on board the Caravan, but 
end it you full of errors, with a promise to 
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write you shortly again by vessels which will 
soon go to America. Do let me hear from 
you. I long to have letters from Haverhill. 
You will be kind enough to visit my dear 
mother often, and console her with your pious 
conversation. I think much of her. O that 
Jesus would support her under all her trials, 
Dear woman!—Mrs. K, do not forget me, 
though I am far away. Let me have your 
prayers, and the prayers of all my Christian 
friends in America. A short farewell. - Af- 
fectionately yours, Harrier.” 

‘“‘Respects and love to our dear mother and 
sister, and all other dear friends,” 

ES 
To her Brother J. member of Yale College. 
Mission House, Serampore, June 27, 1812. 
“I HAVE just received the welcome _intelli- 
gence that a vessel, bound to America, will 
sail in a few days. With sensations of please 
wre unknown before, I have taken my_ pen to 
address a brother, who, though far distant, is 
unspeakably dear to my heart. 1 cannot tell 
you how I lang to see you; nor how much joy 
a letter from you would give me. Neither dis- 
tance, nor along absence, has in the least di- 
minished my affection for you. MN»; my broth- 
er, although the pathless ocean rolls between, 
and I no more anticipate another interview 
with you on earth; yet I love you; ardently and 
sincerely love you. Your happiness will ever 
make me happy. I sometimes indulge the 
fond hope that Almighty grace wi/ incline 
your heart to visit this distant heathen clime, 
‘ 
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and here proclaim the joyful news of salvation 
to multitudes of dying pagans, immersed in 
superstition and wretchedness. But if this 
laborious part of the vineyard should not be 
assigned you; O that your days might be spent 
in winning souls to Jesus, in happy, America, 
where you can enjoy ease and security, in the 
bosom of your friends. I feel assured that my 
dear brother will be gratified by a recital of the 
various scenes through which F have passed, 
since I bid a last farewell to our dear maternal 
abode, and left my country. I suffered all the 
horrors of sea-sickness the first week after I 
keft Salem harbor. At the conclusion of the 
week we were, one dark and stormy night, 
alarmed by the intelligence, that our vessel had 
sprung a leak, and that, unless Providence in- 
terposed, we should sink in twenty-four hours. 
In this trying hour I thought of death, and 
the thought was sweet. Nothing, but anticipat- 
ing the long-continued anxiety and distress of 
my dear American friends, made swcé a sud- 
den exit from life, in such an awful manner, 
melancholy and painful. But God, who is rich 
in mercy, interposed in our behalf the following 
day, by sending a favorable wind, which ena- 
bled the mariners to repair the vessel, when 
their strength was nearly exhausted by long 
pumping. "We proceeded on our passage witir 
pleasant weather—favorable winds—few heavy 
galés, until we reached the Cape of Good 
Hope. The weather was then cold and bois- 
terous—the sea rough, and our room was re- 
peatedly overflowed with water. The newly 
discovered shoals round the Cape rendered 
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this part of the voyage extremely dangerous. 
The first land we saw was the Orissa coast, 
114 days after sailing. The sight of the adjacent 
country, after we entered the river Hoogly was 
beautiful beyond description. Leaving Ameri- 
cain the winter, and fora length of time seeing 
nothing but sky and water, think what'must have 
been our delight to gaze upon the trees, the 
green grass, the little thatched cottages of the 
Hindoos resembling a stack of hay, the elegant 
buildings of the English, the animals feeding, 
and the Hindocs themselves rambling near the 
shore. My friend Nancy and I were detained 
two days on board the Caravan after our arrival 
at Calcutta. This was a ume of gréat confu- 
sion. The Hindoos, of every ciass, flock¢éd 
around our vessel iike bees rounda hive. We 
were carried in Palanquins to the house of Dr. 
Carey, Professor at the College at Fort Wil- 
liam, of the Oricntal Languages. Ne white fe- 
male is seen walking in the streets, and but few 
gentlemen. English coaches, chaises, chairs, 
and palanquins are numerous. Every street is 
thronged with the natives. Ifyou vidb in a 
chaise, it is necessary fora Hindooto run before 
to clear the way. The houses in Calcutta, end 
indeed ajl the buildings, the Hindoo buts ex- 
cepted, are built with stone or brick, white 
washed. ‘These are lofty, and have en ancient 
appearance. Some of them are very elegant. 
There are many half Engtish chiléren in Cal- 
cutta. There is a charity school*close by Dr, 
Carey’s, supported by subscription, matieged 
by the Bapust Missionaries, consisting of about 
100 Portuguese children. Here they enjoy 
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the benefit of religious instruction. We at- 
tended the English church one evening. This 
is an elegant building. 

The Friday after our arrival, we took a boat 
and came to Serampore—15 miles from Cal- 
cutta. This is a delightful place, situated on 
the river Ganges. It is inhabited chiefly by 
Danes. This retired spot is best calcuijated 
io prepare us for our future trials, and our ar- 
duous work. There are five larye buildings 
belonging to the Mission, viz. the printing 
office, the common house, Dr. Carey’s, Dr. 
Marshman’s, and Mr. Ward’s dwelling hous, 
es; besides several convenient outhouses, one 
for making paper, one for cooking, &c. kc. 

‘Lhere is one of the most delightful gardens 
Here I ever saw; it contains a large number 
of fruit trees, plants, flowers, &c, The fruit 
isnot as good as ours, Mangoes, plantains, 
pine apples, cocoa nuts, are very plentiful 
now. Dr. Carey spends most of his time at 
Calcutta. Mr. and Mrs. Marshman have large 
schools of English and half English chiidren— 
about eighty in both schools. The boys are 
instructed in Chinese and other languages. 
These children all eat with us in the hail, and 
attend prayers morning and evening in the 
mission chapel. Many of them are sweet 
singers. Mr. Ward superintends the print- 
ing. Here a large number of Hindcos are 
employed. Mrs. Ward has the care of pro- 
yiding for the whole Mission family. Servants 
are numerous. This is necessary; for their 
religion will not permit them todo but one 
kind of work: For instance, one seryant will, 
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sweep a room; but no persuasion will be suffi- 
cient to make him dust the things. The 
church of Christian natives is large. It is a 
delightful sight to see them meet together for 
the worship of God. The missionaries preach 
to them in Bengallee. They sing charmingly 
in their language. We went in a budgerow 
(a boat with a litle room in it, cushions on each 
side, and Venetian blinds) the 24th of this 
month, to see the worship of the Hindoo god, 
Juggernaut, a few miles frem Serampore. 
They took the idol, a frightful object, out of 
the pagoda, and bathed him in the water of the 
Ganges, which they consider sacred. They 
bathed themselves in the river—repeated long 
forms of prayer—counted their fingers—pour- 
ed muddy water down their children’s throat, 
and such like foolish, superstitious ceremonies, 
in honor of their god. Thousands on thous- 
ands were assembled to perform these idoja- 
trous rites. In witnessing these scenes, I felt 
more than ever the biessedness—the superior 
excellence of the Christian religion. ~The 
Hindoos are very well formed—straight black 
hair—small—near a copper color, Their dress: 
is cool and becoming. It consists of white 
muslin, or cotton cloth wrapped about them. 
Some wear white muslin turbans. 

I shall write you again, my dear brother, by 
the Caravan, and other vessels which» will 
shortly sail to Americas I can then give you 
a more correct history of the Hinduos, the 
manners and customs of this country, &e. 
You will wish to know whether I regret com- 
ing to this distant Jand. Ido not; but feel an 
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increasing satisfaction, in thinking of my ardu- 
ous undertaking. Since I have been an eye 
witness of the idolatry and wretchedness of the 
Asiatics; and find it confirmed by the long ex- 
perience of the Baptist missionaries, whose 
names wiil be remembered with honor, byjthe 
latest generations, that females greatly pro- 
mote the happiness and usefulness of mis- 
sionaries, [ am inclined to bless God for bring- 
ing me here. I have not as yet had sufficieng. 
trials to shake my faith. Providence has smil- 
ed upon us, and we know but little of the hard- 
ships of a mission. But we shall shortly leave 
these abodes of peace and security, and enter 
upon that self-denying life among a savage 
people, upon which we calculated when we 
left our native country. It is not determined 
where our future lot will be cast. 

With respect to my connexion with Mr. 
Newell, let me tell you that I am, and ever 
have been, perfectly satisfied with my choice. 
He is all that I could wish;—affectionate, oblig- 
ing, attentive; and in one word, every way de- 
serving of my strongest attachment. It shall 
be my study through life to render him happy 
nd useful in the fatiguing path which he has 
selected. O, that God would grant me the ac- 
complishment of my wishes, in this respect. 
I have enjoyed far better health, than I expect- 
ed, when I left home. I have been miracu- 
lously supported through the fatigues of our 
tedious voyage. This isthe rainy, hot season, 
and the most unhealthy in the year, but I think 
I never felt better in America; though many 
round us are suddenly dropping into eterni- 
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ty. There have been ten deaths in the mis- 
sion family the last year. This i is a sickly, dy- 
ing clime. 

You are probably still at New Haven, I hope 
making great proficiency i in your studies, and 
preparing for eminent usefulness in the world. 
O my brotier, shall we meet in heaven—or 
shall we be separated for ever? Let us be so- 
licitous to obtain an interest in Jesus, what- 
ever else we lose. When the glad tidings 
Feach this distant land, that a brother of mine, 
dear to my heart, has been redeemed from 
eternal woe, and become a disciple of the 
blessed Emmanuel}; O how will this delightful 
intelligence make me rejoice! how will it 
gladden the days of separation! I long to sce 
our dear mother. Do your utmost, my dear 
John, to make her happy. The thought of 
meeting her in a world, where there will be 
no parting, is sweet. All my beleved brothers 
and sisters will ever be dearto me, I cannot 
te}l you how much [think of you all. I feel 
much happier than ever | expected to feel, in 
this heathen land. Iam glad I came here; I 
am glad that our dear mamma was so willing 
to part with me, and that no opposition prevail- 
ed with me to relinquish the undertaking. Let 
me hear from you, my dear, by every vessel 
bound to Asia. You kuow not how large a part 
of my happiness will consist in receiving let- 
lers trom my American friends. Every par- 
ticular will be interesting. For the present, i 
must bid you farewell. May you be distiu- 
guished for your attachment to the camse of 
Fesus, and be made an eminent klessing to 
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your dear friends, and to the world. O that by 
sanctifying grace you might shine as a star of 
the first magnitude in heaven, when dismissed 
from this life of toil and pain. Farewell, my 
dear, ever dear brother, a°short farewell. 
While Plive I shall ever find pleasure, in sub- 
‘scribing myself your affectionate sister, 
Harriet NeweE.t.,” 
— 
Extraets of a Letter to her sister M. at Charlestown. 
Serampore, June, 1812. 
“J nave found, my dear sister, that the trifling 
afflictions I have already had, have been more 
sanctified to me, than all the prosperity of my 
former life. They have taught me that this is 
a state of discipline, that permanent bliss must 
proceed from Ged alone, and that heaven is 
the only rest that remains for the children of 
God. 

’ “While I write, I hear the dear christian 
matives singing one of Zion’s songs in the 
mission chapel. The sounds are melodious— 
they remind me of that glorious day, when the 
children of Jksus, collected from christian and 
heathen lands, will sing the song of Moses and 
the Lamb, on the blest plains of the new Jerue 
salem.’” 

staat 
Letter to Mrs. C. of Boston. 
Calcutta, June, 1812, 
“Tre Jast request of my dear Mrs. C. (when 
quitting the beloved land of my nativity,) and 
“the sincere affection which I feel dor her, are 
my principal inducements for*ranking he: 
*17 
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among the number of my American corres- 
pondents. 

“I have witnessed scenes this morning cal- 
culated to excite the most lively sensations of 
compassion in the feeling mind. My heart 
though so often a stranger to pityyhas been 
pained within me. Weep, O my soul, over 
the forlorn state of the benighted heathen; 
and, O that the friends of Emmanuel in my 
Christian country would shake off their crim- 
inal slothfulness, and arise for the help of the 
Lord against the. mighty, in fands where the 
prince ot darkness has long been adored. The 
worship of the great god of the Hindoos has 
this day been celebrated. We were apprized 
yesterday at sunset of its near commencement, 
by the universal rejoicing of the natives, which 
Jasted through the night. This moruing we 
went in a budgerow* to see the worship. Be- 
tween fifteen and twenty thousand worshippers 
were assembled. The idol Juggernaut was 
taken {rom his pagoda, or temple, and bathed 
in some water taken from the river Ganges, 
aud then replaced in his former situation with 
shouts of joy and praise. Zhis I did not see, 
the crowd was so great. Alter this, the peo- 
ple repaired to the river side, where t.ey 
bathed in the sacred wateis, said their prayers, 
couuted their fingers, poured the niuddy water 
down their infants’ tbroats, and. péfiormed 
many other superstiious ceremonies with the 
utmust solemnity, and with countenances indi- 
cative of the sincerity of theiv hearts. Many 
ol the fem@les were decked with garlands of 

: * A kind of ‘boat. 
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flowers, nose jewels, large rings round their 
wrists, &c. Some deformed wretches and 
cripples attracted our attention, and excited 
our compassion. One man bent almost to the 
ground was supported by two of his compan- 
ions, to the holy Ganges. There he doubtiess 
hoped-to wash away the pollution of his heart, 
ignorant of the blood of Jesus, which does in- 
deed cleanse from all sin. © that an abler pen 
than mine would delineate to my dear Mrs. C. 
this idol worship. Surely her pious heart 
would be filled with tender sympathy for these 
benighted Asiatics, and her prayers would be- 
come more constant, more fervent, for the in- 
troduction and spread of the blessed gospel 
among them. Giadly would American be- 
lievers leave the healthy civilized land of their 
birth, and spend their lives in preaching Jesus 
to the natives of India, did they but know how 
wretched, how ignorant they are, and how 
greatly they need the gospe!. Do Christians 
feel the value of that gospel which bringeth 
sajvation. 

“Let us leave the melancholy subject, and 
turn to one calculated to fill our minds with 
holy joy and devout thanksgivings to God in 
this jand of darkness, where the enemy of 
souls reigns triumphant. Yes, my friend, 
there is in heathen Asia a favored spot where 
the darkness of heathenism is scattered, and 
the benign influences of the Holy Spirit are 
felt. Here Jesus has a people formed tor his 
praise, 1*.ecmed by his precious blood from 
eternal woc, and mace heirs of bliss everlast- 
ing. Bless the Lord, O our souls, and ali that 
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is within us, bless and prraise his holy name. 
Last Sabbath afternoon I shall ever remember 
with peculiar emotions, Mr. Ward, a mission-. 
ary blessed and beloved of God, preached in 
Bengallee to a large collection of Hindoos and 
Mahometans. The dear converted natives ap- 
peared to enjoy the precious season greatly. 
To hear them join in singing‘one of Zion’s 
songs;—to see them kneel before,the throne 
of almighty grace,—and listen with eagerness 
to the word of life, was sufficient to draw tears 
of joy from eyes that pever wept before. At- 
ter service each dear christian Hindoo of both 
sexes came to us with looks expressive of their 
joy to see new missionaries; and, offering us 
their hands, they seemed to bid us a hearty 
welcome. I said to myself, such a sight as 
this would eternally silence the scruples, and 
the criminal opposition to missions, of every 
real believer. While such persons would in- 
tercede for the success of missionaries, and 
praise the Lord fur what he has already done 
for these once degraded wretches, they would 
weep and repent in dust and ashes for their 
former criminality. O that every American 
might be prevented by sovereign grace from 
opposing or discouraging those who feei wil- 
ling to engage in this work, lest the blood of 
the heathen, at the last day, should be required 
at their guilty hands. 

“Last evening, while thousands were prepar- 
ing for the impure and idolatrous worship of 
Juggernaut, the native Chrisiians assembled. 
at the missionary Ghape] for prayer. Their 
engagedness in prayer, thought could net un- 
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derstand a word they said, made a deep im- 
pression on my mind.” ; 
7 —— +e 
To Miss 8, H. Andover. 

Serampore, June 27, 1812. ° 
“I wave taken my pen with an intestion of 
writing my dear Miss H.a very long letter. I 
know she will not expect the wife of a mission- 
ary to study correctness of style, or to make 
her band writing appear beautiful; the easy, 
unreserved, unstudied style of a friend wiil 
better suit her. ‘“Vhey that cross the ocean 
change their climate, but not their minds.’ 
This is confirmed by my own experience. In 
this distant heathen Jand, far from the dear 
epot of my birth, my attachment to my Amer- 
ican friends is as strongasever. Those whom 
I once loved, I now sincerely, strongly love, 
though the anticipation of meeting them again 
in this world is totally relinquished. But 
would you infer from ¢Azs, that a separation 
from the friends I love so dearly renders me 
unhappy? Far otherwise, my dear Miss H, 
Let me assure you (and do remember it for 
the encouragement of those fernales who an- 
ticipate walking in the.same path,) that 1 never 
enjoyed more solid happiness—never was so 
free from discontent and anxiety, as since f 
Jeft my native country. It is true that I have 
suffered many privations and inconveniences, 
and some hardships. But | nave likewise had 
many blessings, and found valuable sources of 
pleasure, which I did not expect. Suice If 
have been in India, every wish of my heart, as 
it respects temporal things, has beemgratihed. 


4 
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The voyage was tedious, but remarkably short. 
We were blest with a commander, who treat- 
ed us with uniform respect, kindness and at- 
tention. Our accommodations were good, and 
we spent many happy hours in our Jittle rooms. 
The sight of land was very pleasant as you 
will imagine. Sailing up the river Hoogly, 
we were ‘delighted with the variegated, charm- 
ing scenes around us. When we reached 
Calcutta, we were surrounded by the tawny 
natives, and half stunned with their perpetual 
ehattering. We had some interesting conver- 
sation with the Circars, who could talk English, 
ov board the vessel. While our astonishment 
was excited at hearing their superstitions, how 
eould our hearts remain unaffected about their 
wretched state! We were affectionately re- 
ceived by the good Dr. Carey, at his mansion 
at Calcutta, and treated with the greatest hos- 
pitality. Imagine to yourself a large stone 
house, with six lofty, spacious keeping and 
lodging rooms, with the same number of un- 
improved rooms below;—such is the building. 
Imagine a small bald-headed man, of sixty; 
such is the one whose name will be remem- 
bered to the latest generation. He is now ad- 
vanced to a state of honor, with six thousand 
dollars a year. We accepted his invitation to 
visit the mission family at Serampore—took a 
boat, and, at eleven the next evening reached 
the happy dwelling of these friends of Emman- 
uel. Here peace and plenty dwell, and we al- 
most forget that we are in a Jand of pagan 
darkness. Dr. Carey’s wife is ill—he has on- 
fy one son residing with him, he has latety- 
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commenced preaching—aged sixteen. Felix 
is stationed at Rangoon, where he has lately 
married a native. William is at Cutwa. Jabes 
is studying law at Calcutta. Mr. Ward su- 
perintends the printing, Mrs. Ward has the 
care of providing for the whole mission family. 
Dr. and). Mrs. Marshman are engaged in 
schools. Mrs. Marshman has had twelve 
children—six are dead, She has now thirteen, 
six of her own, and seven adopted ones. These 
schools are productive of much good, 

We attended the worship of the great god 
of the Hindoos a fortnight since. The idol 
was taken from his temple, and bathed in the 
sacred waters of the Ganges. Here were 
thousands of our fellow creatures washing in 
the river, expecting to wash away their sins, 
A sight which will not admit of description. 
My heart, if insensible as steel before, was 
pained within me, when witnessing such a 
scene. O the beauty of the gospel of Jesus! 
Shall a Christian be found in America, who is 
opposed to missions! Forbid it heaven! To 
day the great Juggernaut is removed from his 
temple, placed on his car, and drawn in tri- 
umph through the assembled mass of wor- 
shippers. “Some will probably sacrifice their 
lives, and this only three miles distant from 
; While writing, I hear the drum, 
fenuts of idol music. 


the Isle cf France. I have not time to read 
the abeye, but send it full of errors, Do write 
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me—do let me hear soon tom al my ‘Andover 
friends. 
In the greatest haste, yours, H. Newry.” 
Love to dear Mr. and Mrs. W.” 
— 
Extracts of a Letter to her Mother. 

Serampore, July t4, 1812s 
ee ee Re ge ew ee oe aa ee 
T weverk enjoyed such excellent health as 
I have, since we landed. For this, I can never 
fee sufficiently thankful. And another bles- 
sing, sull greater, is an easy, contented mind. 
JT have never jooked forward more than ovce 
or ‘¢wice, with the least degree of anxiety. 
Though F am here in a strange land, wholly 
unsettled; yet 1 feel confident that He, who 
preserved me from the dangers of the storniy 
ocedn, will not leave me unprovided for. Tana 
sure, my dear mother, 1 have no excuse for 
abi nk fititege while God is picased to spare the 
life of my dear Mr. N. Never did air 
possess a companion, more wortby her 
strong and Jasting attachment — a vec 
REED mTMEtIOT at peda? I could wis! 


Gan rere, iS Consojatton. 
—While I know lam m 

py, and increasing his use 

taankiul ft came here. ae 
——-I shail write you again, my 

er by the Carayan. Now I mi ist 

afier requesting your prayers for me in pa 

War, and for this mission in Ae Rane 

; WEEP IE 
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to hear from you soon. Love to dear brothers 
and sisters, and all other {rieids.—— 
My dear mother, farewell. 
Hakrikt Newest. 
1 ret 
To her Sister E. 
Mission Huuse, Serampore, July 14,1812. 
“How is my dear, ever dear, Litzabetb? Happy 
I would hope, in the possession of every tem- 
poral blessing heart can wish, and in the still 
richer blessings of the Gospel. ‘To tell you 
that 1 long ardently to sce you, wouid. be only 
saying what you already know. Though ata 
great distance from you the ties are. still 
strong which unite me to you. Never shall I 
cease to love you. I have given our dear 
mother many particulars respecting my past 
and present situation and progpects. Such is 
our unsettled state at present, that I can say 
litle or nothing to any one. The Harmony 
has hot yet arrived, we are daily expecting 
her. No determination cap be made without 
the other brethren. The East India company 
have ordered us to return to America. We 
have relinquished the idea of stationing a Mis- 
sion at Birmah entirely. Several other places 
have been thought ol, but it is still uncertain 
where we shali go. You will perhaps hardly 
credit me, when I tell you, that it is fully as 
expensive living here, as in America. lam 
disappointed greatly in this respect. Some 
things are cheap, others very dear. As soon 
as we fix upon a station, lam positive I shall 
write you to send me a box of necessaries from 
America. Tell mama that my bed-quilt I shall 
1S 
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value very highly. India calico bears the same 
price here as in America. English calicoes, 
an enormous price. Common English stock- 
ings between 3 and 4 rupees. The country 
stockings one rupee, and they are not worth 
half that. Some articles of provision are very 
high, and likewise house rent; and yet we are 
toid that no where in Asia can we live so 
cheap as here, We have excellent accommo- 
dations at the Mission-house;—indeed we have 
every thing at present to make us happy. We 
shall remove to some rooms in the Garden, 
when the Harmony arrives, where all our 
brethren will be invited to stay till we leave 
Bengal. I love these dear Missionaries very 
much. J never expected so many kindnesses 
from them. Mrs. Marshman has a lovely 
school of English young ladies, where they are 
instructed in embroidery, working muslin, and 
various other things. Miss Susan Marshman 
of 14, is studying Latin, Greek, and Hebrew. 
Mrs. Ward is a motherly woman; very active 
and kind. Miss. Hobson, a niece of Dr. C, 
from England, is here, a very pretty girl. 
Col. Moxen from the Mahratta country Is like- 
wise at tte Mission House. Mr. Carapeit Ara- 
toon, the Armenian, and wife are residing 
here. These with Drs. Carey, Marshman and 
Ward’s families and all the scholars make the 
Mission Family immensely large. Serampore 
is a charming place. We frequently walk out 
.to admire its beauty. About a week since I 
went to Gundle Parry, with Mrs, Ward and 
family to visit Mrs. Kemp,a charming woman, 
much like our dear Mrs, B. There I saw 
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something of Eastern luxury, so much cele- 
brated, We spent the day, returned home in 
the evening in the budgerow, saw two dead 
ai: burning on the shore, and a Bengallee 
edding. Yesterday we crossed the river at 
Barry-pore, and walked over the Governor 
General’s Park; saw the wild beasts, variety of 
birds, &c. One of the most delightful places 
Lever saw. Artificial hills and dales supplied 
the want of real ones, 

This is the rainy season, but very pleasant, 
It is sometimes excessively hot; but a shower 
of rain cools the air. The jackalls make a 
tremendous yell every night under our win- 
dow; the noise is like a young child in great 
distress. I find the musquetoes very trouble- 
some, though not so Jarge and numerous as I 
expected. I have not seen one snake yet, I 
bathe every day, which is very refreshing, I 
have not yet suffered half so much from the 
heat as I calculated. I can sew or read all 
day, except an hour or'two at noon very com- 
fortably. I have often thought that you would 
like the climate of Bengal. I think I shall en- 
joy at least as good health here, as in Ameri- 
ca. When I first came here, I disliked all the 
fruit of the country, but pine-apples, and those 
made me ijl. The mangoes, plantains, guaves, 
&c. were all alike disagreeable. But 1 love 
them all now. © aR ihe 

We were obliged to submit to a great many 
inconveniences on our passage, and were ex- 
posed to many dangers, But on the whole I 
think no missionaries ever had a pleasanter 
voyage to the East Indies. I used to think 
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when on the water that I never should return 
to America avdin, let my circumstances in 
Asia be as bad as they could’ be. But I think 
now, that the long tedious voyage would not 
prevent my returningy if notiing else p 
yented. ert 

Mr. Robinson one of the Baptist missiona- 
ries, married. lady from Calcuttaabout fifteen 
years of age, and set sail for Java. They slept 
in the open air for a fortnight on deck; were 
out in a violent storm, and returned to Cal- 
cutta again. How different this from our com- 
fortable passage. O- that we might be ever 
grateful to God for past favors, and jearn to 
trust Him for the time to come. Surely we, 
above most others, have reason to say, *Hith- 
erto hath the Lord helped us.” 

I regret that time obliges me to be so short. 
But you shall have leters by the Carayan suf- 
ficiently long to make up for this short one. 
I will begin a journal on the morrow, and write 
in it every day, till I can send it you. I will 
not be su negligent again. I have many let- 
ters partly written to friends, but must Jeave 
them now. My time has been so much occu- 
pied since our arrival, that I have scarcely 
found leisure to write a.line. I bhepe soon to 
be more at liberty. i 

Do give laye to Sarah, Caroline, Moses, 
Charles, and Emily. 1 shali write them ail by 
the Caravan, and shali expect jetters from ev- 
ery one of them. Kiss them ali forme. Dear, 
dear Elizabeth, must Iieave you? But I shail 
talk with you again ina week ortwo, ‘Till 
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then, and ever, I shall love to call you my 
dear sister, a subscribe myself your 
Harrier.” 
—_o— 
To a Female Friend, 

“Mawy have been the changes through which 
I have passed, since I left my beloved country. 
I haye found many precious sources of enjoy- 
ment, and have had some “gaé afflictions. 
Our voyage was comparatively short, but very 
tedious. ee a 

“But one week after we left the harbor, the 
vessel sprung a leak, and we were for some 
time under the apprehension of perishing. 
Many gales of wind threatened our yessel with 
instant destruction; but our gracious God pre- 
served us from every danger, and brought us 
in safety to these sultry shores, where hun- 
dreds of missionaries are needed.” 

“Though a mission among the heathen is 
attended with many difficulties and discourage- 
ments, yet I do not fee} sorry that I have join- 
ed the litthe company engagedin one. Since 
I have been here, I have been more decidedly 
positive than ever before, that a pious female, 
deeply interested for the heathen, can greatly 
increase the usefulness of a missionary, and 
promote the good of the mission. Let me give 
you one instance of this truth. Mrs. Marsh- 
man has had twelve children; (6 are dead, and 
7 adopted ones fill their places;) with this 
numerous family, she hes been engaged in a 
school for 13 years, consisting of 20, 50, 40, 
and sometimes 50 children. ‘These children 
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are mostly half cast, i. e. their fathers are 
Europeans, their mothers natives. The good 
done in this school is incalculable. The chil- 
dren are not only instructed in all the branches 
of edueation taught in our American acade- 
mies; but are particularly instructed in the re- 
ligion of the blessed Gospel. I drank tea with 
her and her. little family a day or two since, 
under a large tree.” 
—2_+oe— 
Extracts from her Diary. 


“] rerL more and more willing to be any 
thing, or to do any thing, that the cause of Je- 
sus might be prospered. Tam hot discouraged 
by the trials of a missionary life.” 

July 15. Spent the ane: part of this day 
in my room alone. Mr. N. went to Calcutta 
this morning to carry letters to the captain of 
the ship Francis—Went. with Mrs. Ward to 
one of the mission buildings in the garden to 
see the rooms intended for us. There are four 
convenient pretty-rooms with bathing apart- 
ments, which they have kindly offered us and 
our missionary company. la the afternoon 
called upon Mrs. M.*—Tine good woman as 
usual, busily engaged in her school. How firm 
a constitution must she have to occupy a station. 
attended with so many cares. At four P. M. 
another message from government was re- 
ecived. Mr. N. and Mr. J. ordered to appear 
betore the police again, to receive further com- 
mands. Mr, J. immediately took the Buggy 
| chaise] and set out tor Calcutta. In the even- 
lag, went with Nancyt and Mrs. W,’s family 

* Mrs, Marshman, we presume. — | Mrs, Jyitson, 
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to the car of Juggernaut, which stands in the 
road. A huge building five stories high— 
images painted all over it—two large horses 
with a charioteer made of wood in front—with 
many wheels drawn by the natives with large 
cables. From the car we walked through the 
Bazar, [market] to the temple, where the 
great god of the Hindoos is now residing—A 
horrid object indeed!—Not allowed to enter 
the temple; but could see him plainly—a log 
of wood painted red with large hideous eyes— 
Little images were kept for sale in the Bazar. 
We walked through an immense crowd of 
Hindoos home. Was confused with the neise 
and bustle of the place, and excessively 
wearied with my long walk. 

July 16. Called with Mrs, W. upon Mrs, 
Carapeit, the Armenian, Mr. Carapeit has 
gone with drother Kristno on a mission to Jes- 
sore—will be absent four weeks. Mrs. C. 
very ill—can only talk Hindostanee. Brother. 
J. returned about sunset—A letter from Mi, 
Newell. He states that a collection has been 
made for us among the friends of. missions’ ip 
Calcutta. Mr. Thomason presented 500 rus 
pees already collected. 

How dark and intricate are the ways of 
Providence. We are ordered by government 
to leave the British territorics, and return to 
America immediately, Capmin H. will be 
ready to sail in three weeks, He has request- 
ed a Clearance, but it bas been absolutely re- 
fused him, unless we engage to leave India 
with him. ‘Thus is our way hedged up-—thus 
are all our prospects biasted.. We cannot feel 
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that we are called in Providence to go to Bir- 
mah, Every account we have from that sav- 
age, barbarous nation confirms us in our opin- 
jon, that the way is not prepared for the spread 
of the gospel there. The viceroy would not 
hesitate to take away our lives for the smallest 
offence. ‘The situation of a female is peculiarly 
hazardous. But where else-can we go? Must 
we leave these heathen shores? Must we be 
the instruments of discouraging all the attempts: 
of American Christians to give these nations 
the word of life? My spirit faints within me. 
These are trials great and unexpected. ~ 
9 o’clock. Just returned from family wor- 
ship in the chapel. My depressed spirits are 
a little revived. The good Dr.” Marshman 
felt deeply interested for us, and has been in- 
terceding in our behalf—Not mine, O Lord, 
but thy will be done. I know that the gracious: 
Redeemer will take care of his own cause, and 
provide for the wants of his little flock: How 
consoling this—I will trust hiny and doubt no 
more. . 
July 17. I find that writing has become 
quite pleasant, now I am alone. My natural 
cheerfulness has returned, and f hope J shail 
never again make myself unhappy. by antici- 
pating future evils, and distrusting the care of 
my heavenly Father. I have been taking a sol- 
itary walk in the mission garden--a ‘charming 
retreat from the bastle of the world. How 
happy would a walk with my dear absent 
mother, of dear brothers and sisters, make me: 
and yet as much as | long for their society, I 
ajn not willing to return to them,” “Yes; Lam 
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positively unwilling to go to America, unless 
I am confident that God has no work for me 
todo here. How far preferable to me would 
be an obscure corner of this pagan land, where 
the wretched idolaters would listen tothe gos- 
pel of Jesus, to all the glittering splendor of a 
civilized land. 

July 18. My dear Mr. N. returned last even- 
‘ing fatigued in body and depressed in mind. 
There is now no alternative left, but a return 
to America, or a settlement among some Saye 
age tribe, where our lives would be in con- 
stant danger. Lord we are oppressed, gva- 
ciously undertake for us. We know not which 
way to direct our steps. O that the Harmony 
would arrive. Insurmountable obstacles at- 
tend us oneyery side. Pity us, O ye friends 
of Emmanuel; pity our perplexed situation, and 
intercede with the prayer-hearing Redeemer 
for direction in the path of duty-—— ; 

A prayer-meeting in the mission chapel ot! 
our account——the dear Baptist brethren deeply 
interested for us. Fervent were their pray- 
ers that God would direct our steps! Four 
prayers offered—three hymns sung——one chap- 
ter read. Lhe exercises were all caiculated 
to comfort our hearts. 

I hear the distant sound of heathen voices. 
These miserable wretches are probably en- 
gaged in some act of idol worship; perhaps in 
conveying the log of wood, which they call 
Juggernaut, to his former piace of residence. 
A conference in ine chapel this evening, The 
beil calls us to breakfast at 8 in the morning. 
Immediately alter we have worship in the 
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chapel. At half past one we dine—at seven 
drink tea—go directly to the chapel again. 
Sabbath morning and evening service in Eng- 
lish—afternoon in Bengallee. Monthly pray- 
er meeting Moncay morning. Weekly pray- 
er meeting, Tuesday evening. A lecture for 
the children,. Wednesday” evening. “A confer- 
ence, Saturday evening’ 

With respect to the climate, manners of the 
people, &c. we have selected from Mrs. New- 
ell’s Journal the following particulars: 

“July 18 Excessively warm weather; but 
not so hot as the last July in America. The 
Bengal houses are made so as to admit all the 
air stirring, Inthe room where I now keep 
there are four large windows, the size of 
American doors, with Venetian blinds, and 
three folding doors. There are no glass win- 
dows. A bathing house is commonly connect- 
ed with each lodging room, and vérandas to 
walk in, in the cool of the day, © The floors of 
the houses are made of stone; the partitions 
and walls white-washed. ~ 

20. From nine to eleven last evening I spent 
in walking in the garden with Mr. Newell. JI 
do not suffer the least inconvenience from the 
evening air in this country. When on the 
ocean we were very cautious of the least ex- 
posure. But here physicians, and “every one 
else, advise walking in’ the evening. The 
jackalls are all that Lam afraid of here. 

Mr. Judson preached yesterday morning; 
Mr. Ward in Bengallee, afternoon; Mr. New- 
eli in the evening. Some good people from 
Calcutta present at worship—a large soilec- 
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tion of hearers—all very attentive. Dr. Marsk- 
man returned to day from Caleutta—Brought, 
us some intelligence which has revived our 
spirits a “ttle. Has had some conversation with 
Mr. Rickets, the secretary, about us. He said 
the Caravan would have leave to depart, if we 
would engage to leave the British territories, 
and that possibly we might have leave to go 
to the Isle of France or Madagascar. So, then 
we shall not go to America in the Caravan, but 
wait the arrival of our dear brethren in the Har- 
mony, and then conclude which way to direct 
our steps. The Lord is merciful and full of 
compassion. 

21. Intend going to Calcutta to-morrow, 
should the weather permit. I like the climate 
of Bengal much. I do not loug fora seat by 
an American fire-side, nor for pleasant winter 
evenings, as I once thought I should; but feel 
perfectly contented and satisfied with this hot, 
sultry weather. I am obliged to’ guard against 
heating my blood by walking in the sun, or by 
usiag too violent exercise. Fevers, and the 
prickly heat, are in consequence of this impru- 
dence. Rosy cheeks are never seen in India, 
except where a lady uses paint. 

2x, Went early on Wednesday morning in 
the mission budgerow to Caicutta, in compa- 
ny with brother and sister Judson, Col. Moxen, 
Miss Hobson, and Mr. Newell, Spent the day 
and night at Dr. Carey’s house. The air of 
this confined place does not agree with me—a 
severe head-ach kept me all day within doors—— 
Wednesday morning, breakfasted with Capt. 
Heard at his house. Thope my dear mother 
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and other friends will have an opportunity of 
sceing and thanking him on his return for his 
kindness to us. Heard of Mr. Thoméson’s 
death at Madras. He had received positive 
orders from governnient to return to England, 
chargeable with no other crime than that of 
preaching the gospel. He has tow gone to his 
evellasiing hore, and will trouble bis oppos- 
ers no more. Tired of the confusion and noise 
of Caicutta, ] reached Serampore last evening 
~—Found friends to welcome our return. Why 
these great favors? Mr. and Mrs, Robinson, 
Mr. and Mrs. Moore and family at the mission 
house. Mrs, R. the second wile of Mr, R, is 
about 15 years of age, country born; 1. e. has 
an English father and a native mother. Slr. 
and Mrs. M. a charming couple, are stationed 
at Patna—have come hither on account of their 
health. 

25. Lhave become a little familiarized to 
the sound of the Bengallee language. It has 
become quite natural to say chene for sugar, 
tony for water, &c. &c. Une servant’s hame 
is Bozu, another Lo/, another Golove, another 
Ram Mone. Ram is the name of one of their 
gods, and is therefore often adaed to their own 
name. , 

26, Iam happy in finding, that the expecta- 
tions of my American. friends respecting my 
health in. India wiil not be disappointed. I 
think 1 can say, that I never feit. so strong in 
ihe summier season, nor ever had such an ex- 
cellent appetite, as since { have been here. 
The weather is sometimes excessively hot and 
sultry, but to me not uncomfortable. 
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July 27, Moved last Friday to a retired, 
pretty room in the garden—Letters from the 
Drethren at the Isle of France—Rejoiced to 
heat of their safe arrival there—Long to see 
them—They will undoubtedly be here in a few 
days—How welcome will their arrival be to 
us. Mr. Newell, Mr. Judson, and Nancy, 
TM's. Judson] went to Calcutta this morning. 
Another order from government received last 
Saturday—and uow our fate will be deécided. 
I long to know the result—I do not intend to 
have one anxious feeling about our future des- 
tiny. I know that the causé of Zion is pre- 
cious ta the blessed Jesus, and that He will 
provide graciously for those who trust in him, 
i have spent the day alone. 

July 28. | love dear Mrs. Ward niore and 
more eyery day. She is remarkably obliging 
and kind to us. I go constantly to her for ad 
vice. Mr. Newell returned this afternoon 
from Calcutta. We have obtained liberty from 
the East lodia Company to go to the Isle of 
France! <A vessel will sail for that place next 
Saturday commandgd by Captain Chimminant, 
a serious mat. But he cannot accommodate 
us witha passage. No other vessel is expect- 
ed to sail ut present. We hear that the King- 
lish’ governor favors missions—that a large 
field for usefulness is there opened-~—18,000 
inhabitants ignorant of Jesus. Is nor this the 
station that Providence has designed for us? 
A dovris open wide--shall we not enter and 
begin the gloricus work! This must be a suas 
cet fur fervent prayer. 

July 29. A world of changes this! Bail) chts 

Ty 
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ynorning brother Judson called at our room, 
unexpectedly from Calcutta. Captain Chim- 
misant has agreed to carry two of us, in his 
vessel to the Isle of France, for 600 rupees—— 
Sail next Saturday. Hew can such a favorable 
opportunity be neglected? Halted long be- 
tween two, opinions—-If we go we shall relin- 
quish the pleasure of meeting the dear breth- 
ren, and sister Roxana [Mrs Nott.]} Perhaps 
we shall never see them more, They may 
conclude to labor in some distant part of the 
Lord’s vineyard, and we be separated from 
them through life. I shall go far away with- 
out one single female acquaintance—the dan- 
gers of along voyage must be hazarded at a 
critical period~—But here let me stop, and re- 
view all the way in which God has Jed me, 
since I left my mother’s house, and the land of 
my birth. How have I been surrounded with 
mercies! What precious favors have L recciv- 
ed! And shall I] doubt?’ O, no; my heart glad- 
dens at the thought ef commencing with my 
ever dear companion the missionary. work, 
aud of entering upon missionary trials and ar- 
duous €ugagements, So plain have been the 
jeadings of Providence thus far, that 1 cannot 
doubt its inumations. I will go leaning on the 
Lord, and depending on bim for direction, 
support and happiness.. We shail leave the 
dicas Toission family at Serampore, when anoth- 
er rising sup dispels the datkbess of the night— 
Mave packed ali our;things to dsy—faugued 

auuch and very sicepy—T he wanderer-and tie 
stranger will ere Jong repose sweetly on the 
bosom of Jesus. lt is sweet to be a stranger 
uid a wanderer for such a diiend as thi—A 
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valuable present from my dear Mrs. Marsh- 
man, Thus are all my wants supplied. © for 
more thankfulness. When will this heart of 
adamant be susceptible of stronger emotions of 


gratitude. Bless the Lord, O ny dear Amer- 
‘ican friends, for his kindness to me, a stranger 


in a strange land. @), pray that these abundant 
mercies may melt me into deep contrition, 

July 30, T have this morning taken my Icave 
of my dear Serampore friends. After a visit 
of six weeks I regret parting with them ex- 
ceedibgly. But such are the changes of this 
changing world. Friends must be separate:; 
the parting tear will often flow. How consol- 
ing the hope, that there is a world where sepr 
aration will be forever unknown. A pleasant 
time in going from Serampore to Calcutta in 
the budgerow with brother Judson and Mr. 
Newell—Went on board the ship—Much 
pleased with the accommodations—Our birth 
is on deck—a cool preity place—-Dined at Dr. 
Carey’s—Spent the afternoon at Mr. Myers’s 
—a charmivg family willing to-assist us in ev- 
ery thing—Mr, and Mrs. More residing 
with them—Drank tea with Mrs, Thempson, 
one of the kindest, best of women—More mon- 
ey collected forus. Mrs. T. has provided me 
with maby necessaries—Went to church with - 
Mr. and Mis. f. in the evening—a most eie- 
gant church—Heard Mr T. preach.” 

——_— 
To her Sister C.c t 
pasesured July, 1812. 
My ever dear sister C. 

I cannor forget you among the numerous 
griends | have in America, but must say a dew 
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words to you thougl in great haste. Can it be 
possible that I shall never see you again in this 
world? Have we then parted to meet no more 
this side eternity? We probably have. But 
what is this short separation? Nothing when 
compared to eternal separation, which will 
take place at the last day, between the friends 
and enemies of Jesus. My dear ©. listen I 
entreat you, to a sister who loves you, who ar- 
dently wishes for your everlasting happiness. 
Make the friend of sinners your friend, now 
while an opportunity is presented. , let 
not the adversary of souls cheat you out of an 
interest in the Savior. Gladden the heart of 
your dear widuwed mother, of saints and an- 
gels, by becoming a devcut and holy follower 
of Jesus. Mama has no child now to go with 
her to the sacramental supper; will not our 
dear C, renounce the world and allits vanities, 
embrace religion, and in the morning of her 
life openly consecrate herself to Ged? Think 
how much good you might do among your 
dear brothers and sisters Perhaps you might 
be made the instrument of rescuing them frem 
endless death. Tt.may possibly be that } may 
never write you apain; will you not then, my 
dear girl, seriously think of these things? If 
hope we. shall meet im heaven after death, no 
more to part. But we never shall, unless ovr 
hearts are renewed, and we are made the 
friends of Emmanuel in the present lite. 

Farewell my dear girl—-comfort the heart of 
your mother and make her declining days as- 
happy as possible. Do write me.. 

From your sister ; Harner.’ 
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Extracts of a Letter to her Mother. 
Calcutta, July 31, 1812. 

“Dear Mother, 
‘Wits a week’s employment before me this 
day, I take my pen to write you a few lines, 
By reading my enclosed journal you will be- 
come acquainted with our reasons for leaving 
Bengal and going to the Jsle of France. We 
sail early to-morrow morning—have furniture 
and a thousand little necessaries to get to-day, 

“Y go without one female companion,—but 
I go with renewed courage, rejoicing that the 
Lord has opened us a way to work for him. I 
have received favors unmerited, unexpected, 
aud great. 

“My health is really excellent—I never felt 
so weil in America.” 


After stating, that the inhabitants of the Isle 
of France are chiefly French, she observes, “I 
Jong to engage in the great object for which 
Jeft my home. I shall begin to study the 
Freneh language with Mr. N. on the passage. 
Captain Chimminant talks French. 

*G ior more ardent piety.” 

Ca’cutta, 1812. 

“dugust 2. Heard Dr Marshwan preach 
this morning at the Baptist chapel. from these 
words; “his do it remembrance of me.”— 
The poor heathen are traversing the strecis 
to day, engaged in buying and seiling, as on 
other days. How vast the difference be tw eon 
Bengal and America on the holy Sabbath! M: 
N. preached in the Baptist chapei im the eves 
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ning (early,) and after service we went to the 
Rev. Mr. Thomason’s church, (an evangelical 
Episcopal.an.) Heard the good man preach 
an excellent sermon. As we were going out 
of church, a gentleman, stranger to us, came 
to us and requested Mr. N. tocall on bim the 
next morning.” 

“Monday, August 3, Mrs, C. very politely 
sent her carriage with an invitation for me ta 
call on her. She appeared glad to see me 
again; repeated her kind wishes to serve me. 
An obliging, interesting woman. From Mrs, 
C.’s 1 went to Mr. Jeflerson’s, the stranger, 
who last €vening requested us to call on him. 
Words were wanting to express ty astonish- 
mcnt at finding in the house of an entire stran- 
ger, such unexpected liberality and benevo- 
jence. Mr, ond Mrs. J. set themselves to work 
to ascertain and supply our wants; and in afew 
minutes had provided a large number of Jittle 
nectssaries for our voyage; to whic. they acdd- 
ed thirty sicea rupees in money. When J at- 
tempicd to express my gratitude, they would 
prevent me by saying, consider it a8 given to 
promote the great cause. Lheir-hearts were 
warm with leve to the cause of Jesus, and te 
those in particular who had sacrificed the com- 
forts of life for its promotion. How gracious 
is our covenant God to raise up frienas In this 
distant land to us unworthy strangers, 

“august 4. Ylougb sick «nough to keep 
thy bed, EL have this day come to the ship,which 
wil probably be my home for sometime to 
Lone. : 

“duenet 1}. Blessed be tle Lord, who has 
Fatscd ue from a bed of sickness and pain, and 
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given me strength to use my pen again. I have 
been confined by a short but severe fever, to 
my cabin anc my couch The noise and confu- 
sion on board a ship manned with Bengallees, 
is sufficient to try the strength of the strong- 
est. The pilot has not yet jeft us. We are 
still in the river with wind against us. 

“August 16. At length we are relieved 
from the distresses of sea-sickness; and though 
solitary, without our dear missionary asso- 
ciates, feel a degree of contentment and bap~ 
piness. We could not think of spending this 
Sabbath without religious exercises in the 
cabin. Mr. N. theretore requested permission 
of the captain to read a sermon there. The 
request was granted, One of Davies’ sermons, 
was read, No one joined us except the cap- 
tain. Hope we enjoyed the presence of that 
gracious Redeemer, who has promised to be— 
with the two or three who meet for his wor- 
ship. Determined to persevere amidst all dis- 
couragements. 

“dugus! i7, Dear Mr. N, is much tried and 
perplexed in mind. It isa season which cails 
tor close scif-examination and earnest seeking 
10 know the will of God. Whereis the path of 
duty? Which way does it lead? Lord, what wilt 
thou have us to do? “Guide us, O thau great 
Jehovah, pilgrims through this barren land.” 
How littie do those Christians, who are enjoy- 
ing peace and pienty in the bosom of their 
fricuds, in their dear native land, know of the 
trials of a missionary! We are separated from 
our dear brethren; a tial which we never 
ence anticipated before we lett home; and we 
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know not what they will determine to do;—we 
are going five thousand miles backward to- 
wards America, to a place where there is but 
little prospect of usefulness, and indeed hardly 
avy prospect of our remaining,—where it is 
very expensive living,—without friends.—and 
not knowing wl-st difficulties may befal us 
there, Are we to consider the opposition of 
the East India Company to the spread of the 
gospel, an intimation of Providence that we 
are to give up the mission? Or are we to fight 
our way through ali opposition, and attempt to 
do something for these wretched pagans 
around us? 

“dugust 18, Anxiciy of mind and great de- 
pression of spirits has sensibly affected dear 
Mr. N,’s health, 1 fear he will soon sink un- 
der the heavy triais of a missionary life. His 
health is very poor, But still I hope for beiter 
days. Should God be pleased to make him the 
instrument of leading souls to Jesus,. this, L 
think, would animate his sinking heart, and 
greatly benefit his health. May.that dear Sa- 
vior, who has graciously promised neyer to 
Jeave or forsake bis children, console him with 
his blissful presence through this vale of tears, 
and comfort him with the prospect of shortly 
reaching the haven of eternal rest. J¢ is a 
source of unspeakable comfort to me, that fee- 
bie and weak as Lam, God has kindly blessed 
my endeavors to ease this dear friend’s feart 
af this heavy burden, 

“dugust i9. Our situation on board the Gil- 
lespic. has become more pleasant. We resolv- 
ed to be very strict in our hours.of devotion, 
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social and private; to avoid all trivial conversa- 
tion, and not to countenance profaneness by a 
look of complacency, and to improve every 
opportunity of introducing religious conyersa- 
tion at table. This kind of life, though at first 
it excited ridicule, has nevertheless procured 
us respect. Wher we are present, swearing 
and indecent talk are laid aside, and we have 
not so much reason, as formerly, to say witha 
saint of o]d, Wo is me that I sojourn in Me- 
sheck, that I dwell in the tents of Kedar, 

sh dade 20. O how doT long for the soci- 
ety of dear Christians, © my dear mother, 
prize your devout acquaintance; value the so- 
ciety of the dear children of God, 

“/ugust 23, Another sacred day has come, 
My heart welcomes itsapproach, But I shall 
not be joyful with the dear saints in God’s 
house of prayer, Well—let me consecrate, in 
a solitary manner, these sacred hours to him, 
and the kind moment will come, the glad 
morning wd shortly dawn, when I shall en- 
gage in the sweet work of praise, with all the 
bleod-washed throng 1 in my heayenly Father’s, 
kingdom, 

“dugust 24, Winds and waves seem to be 
ape against us. It is now three weeks since 

e left Caicutta, and we have made no pro- 

pt in our voyage. ‘Lhe wind is ahead, and 
we are beating about without getting. forward. 
But Providence has undoubtedly a particular 
design in thus disappointing our hope of speed- 
ily arriving at the place of our destination, 
“The Lord reigneth, let the earth rejoice.’ 

“dugust 27, The wind has become more 
favorable. We make.a degree a day. I hope 
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to reach the Isle of France ingood health. But 
1 feel no anxiety about that. [ know that God 
orders every thing in the best possible man- 
ner, and that he who takes care ef the ravens, 
will not forsake his own children in the hour 
of affliction. If he so orders eyents that [ 
shali suffer pain and sickuess on the stormy 
ocean, without a female friend, exposed to ey- 
ery inconyenience,—shall | repine, and think 
he is dealing bardly with me? Ono. Let the 
severest trials and disappointments fal) to my 
Jot, guilty and weak as lam, yet 1 think I can 
rejoice ia the Lord, and joy in the Ged of my 
salvation. 

“ August 30. The leak increases so fast that 
it is thought necessary that something should 
be done immediately, The vessel is very 
much shattered, ard the captain says he knows 
not what may be our faye the next hour. They 
agree lo put the ship about, and make the near- 
est land on the Coromandel coast, 

« September. 8, (812. Coringa, (on the Coro- 
mandel coast, abuut 400 miles from Calcutta 
Bicss the Lord, my soul, who healeth ail thy 
diseases, and redcems from death and tne 
grave.-—On the evening of the 3ist ult. I was 
seized with a vicient bowel complaint, the 
common disorder of this hot and unhealthy 
country. Su great was my distress that I was 
wholly confined to my bed. Speaking com- 
paratively, i never knew pein before.  Satur- 
ay, the 5th inst. we arrived at this place, Pull 
pt bodily anguish, [ was under the necessity of 
leaving my ved, getung into a small boat, and 
going six miles to land. ‘hhe captain went 
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with us to the house of Mr. Woodcock, Master 
Attendant, the only Englisi family in this 
piace. I was laid on a couch, and every pos- 
sible attention was shown me by Mrs W. but 
they could not accominodate us with lodgings. 
We were therefore obsiged to go tothe house 
of a Portuguese in the netghborhood, a kind 
of tavern. © My couch, though bard, was truly 
weicome to my ured, aching body 

“To-day, the 8th, have been able to sit up 
most of the day. Hope the Lord will re- 
store my health belore the departure of the 
ship. Begin to look around me a little. Vind 
. myself surtounded with Hindoo cottages, and 
the tawny natives are as thick as bees. Not 
one Christian church here.” 


Letter to Mrs. Judson, then at Calcutta. 
Coringa, Sept. 14, 1812. 

“] ADDRESS you, my dear Nancy, from a retir- 
ed spot ina strange land, surrounded by the 
tawny natives of Asia, without one friend to 
converse with. Mr. N. my dear and oniy com- 
panion, in this land of stvangers, has gone this 
afternoon to a little village, four miles distant, 
to. precure some little necessaries for our 
voyage. Iam consequently alone. How dark 
and mysterious are the ways of Providence! 
When I took my leave of you, I expected to 
be at the Isie of France, in six weeks. but 
that time has expired, and we are now buta 
short distance from Caicutta. But “it is well.” 
livery thing that God-does must be right, for 
he is a being of infinite wisdom and power. 

i have known by painful experience, Nancy, 
some of the bitter trials of a missionary lite. 
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While tossing about on the raging ocean, I 
was seized with violent pains unfelt before. 
Distressing days and sleepless nights warned 
me of my approaching departure trom this 
vale of tears. But mercy was mingled with 
judgment. The alarming state of the vessel 
induced the Captain to put about, and make 
land, And here after a week of the most ex- 
quisite distress, I have found relief. My pros- 
pects have indeed been gloomy. I have felt 
that I was in danger of detaining my dear Mr. 
WN. in this place. But I trust that this will noc 
be the case, as I am now almost wholly restor- 
ed to health, 

Since | left you my mind has been variously 
exercised. I have had many distressing con- 
flicts and doubts, But at some biessed sea- 
sons, I think f have enjoyed the light of Em- 
mauuel’s countenance, and have known joys, 
too great to be expressed. J have never, sineé 
I began the christian life found so much satis- 
faction in attending on the duties of religion as 
lately. The return of those seasons, conse- 
crated to the worship of Jesus in private, has 
been attended with delight to my soul, 

There are threé Mogul Mussuimen, (one 
of whom is a priest,) staying in the house 
where I reside. They ate very punctual in 
saying their prayers te their prophet. Mo- 
hung-chung, Mo-hung-chung is repeated many 
times in the day. Poor wretches! how de- 
serving of the pity of christians, who worship 
a God who cen hear and answer prayer, Lere 
scems to be a large field for usefulness. The 
nalives are numercas. They Kye in Htwe huts 


1812.) Journal in India. 229. 


avhich seem too miserable to be the habitations 
of human beings. ‘This place appears to me, 
Nancy, like that India, which imagination 
painted in such lively colors, when engaged in 
familiar talk with you on the other side of the 
ocean. These little huts, these swarthy, chat- 
tering, uncivilized natives, these trees of fruit, 
and banks of sand, all answer the description 
which fancy gave in former times. 

Sept. 17. Well, Nancy, we are this morn- 
ing, making preparation for our departure for. 
the Isle of France again. We shall yo on 
board the vessel this morning, and expect to 
sail some time in the course of the day. God 
only knows whether our voyage wiil be pros- 
perous or not. But if. Jesus go with us, we 
shall be secure and happy. We long to know 
the decision which our dear missionary breth- 
ren have come to. Shall we not see some or 
all of you at the Isle of France? O that Provi- 
dence may so order events, that we may be 
united in laboring among the heathen. How 
dificult will it be to keep alive the spirit of 
piety in the soul, without christian converse 
anidsocial prayer. But I hope we shall be pre- 
pared for every trial. 1 long much to see our 
dear sister Roxaba, Youare prebably blessed 
with her society and friendship, while 1 must 
‘be deprived of once seeing her. But 1 shail 
think of her as.a friend; as one who loves me, 
though a stranger; and the thought, that she 
with Nancy is praying fur me, will render 
tnuny a lonely hour pleasant. Remember me 
particularly aod affectionately to all our Seram- 
ere and Calcutta friends, Request them to 
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pray for my usefulness and devotedness to the 
eause of the mission.—God has been kind to 
me, Nancy. He has restored me to my former 
degree of beaith and spirits, after bringing me 
neat the border of the graye. O may my future 
life be wholly consecrated to tim.—Do not 
forget to pray for me. I hope you are enjoy- 
ing much of God—This alone will prepare 
you for future trials. 1 hope to see you soon, 
Fareweil.” het en 
eet Ste 
Noite to Mrs. Nott, of the same date, 

“Wourn the familiarity of a friend, permit mé to 
ask, how is my dear sister Roxana? 1 cannot 
tell you how greatly I long to see you, or how 
much | should be gratified in receiving letters 
from you. May the best of Heaven’s blessings 
rest on youand on your dear companion. I 
cannot yet relinquish the idea of spending my 
life with you, and of participating with you the 
joys and soriows of a mibsionary pilgrimage. 
But 1 know that-an infinitely wise and good 
God will order every event lor the best. » My 
will ought to be whelly swallowed up in his. 
I hope the dear bretaren have been and will 
be guided by God in selecting the fieid of 
their Jabors.. Do let me be favored with fre- 
quent communicarons trom you, if, we should 
be separated. Let me likewise be remember- 
ed at the throne of grace. In great haste [ 
must bid you, my dear Roxana, an affectionate 
farewell. HanxrizetT Newe.”* 


—so—— 


The following letters of Mr, NewELt com- 
plete the affecting histeryof Mrs. News, 


1812.] Mr. Newell’s Leiter, §c. 231 


To Mrs. Atwood. 
“Port Louis, Isie of France, Dec. 10, 1812, 

“My dear mother, } r 
On account of the unhappy war between us 
and England, it is probable I shall have no op- 
portunity for along time of sending directly 
to America. I enclose this letter to Joseph 
Hardcastle, Esq. of London, depending on his 
benevolence to pay the postage at the general 
Post Office there, without which it would not 
be forwarded. I beg your particular attention 
to this circumstance, because it is the reason 
why my letter is not longer, and also the rea- 
son why I do not write to my-.other friends. 
You will oblige me by informing my friends 
of this; particularly Drs. Woods, Griffin, and 
Worcester 

“When I sit down toaddress you, my dear 
mother, from this distant land, to me a’land of 
strangers and a place of exile, a thousand ten- 
der thoughts arise in my mind, and naturally 
suggest such inquiries as these. How is it 
now with that dear woman to whom I am in- 
debted for my greatest earthly blessing—the 
mother of my dear Harriet? And mine too; 
(for I must claim the priviiege of considering 
you as my own dear mother.) Does the candie 
of the Lord still siine om her tabernacle, and 
is the voice of joy and praise yet beard in her 
dwelling? Or, what is not improbable in this 
world of disappointment, bas some new af- 
fliction, the death perhaps of a dear child, or 
some other beloved friend, caused ber heart 
again to bleed and her tears to flow?) Ah! my 
mother, though we may live many years and 
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see good in them all, yet let us remember the 
days of tarkness, for they too will be many. It 
is decreed by Infinite Wisdom, that through 
much tribulation we must enter into the 
kingdom of heavens You, my dear mother, 
have had your share of adversity,—and I too 
have had mine. But we will not complain. 
Sanctified ‘afflictions are the choicest favors of 
Heaven. They cure us of our vain and foolish - 
expectations from the world, and teach our 
thoughts and affections to ascend and fix on 
joys that never die. I never longed so much 
to see you as I have these several days past. 
What would I now give to sit one hour by that 
dear :fire-side, where I have tasted the most 
uvalloyed pleasure that earth affords, and re- 
count to you, and the dear children, the perils, 
the toils, and the sufferings, through which [ 
have passed since I left my native land. In 
this happy circle I should for a moment for- 

et —_—_ ; 
“Yos, my dear friends, I would tell you how 
God has disappointed our favorite schemes, 
and blasted our hopes of preaching Christ in 
India, and has sent us all away from that ex- 
tensive field of usefulness, with an imtimation 
that He has nothing for us to do there, while 
He has suffered others to enter in and reap the 
harvest. I would tell you how He has visited 
us all with sickness, and how He has afflicted 
me in particular by taking away the dear little 
babe which He gave us, the child of our 
prayers, of our hopes, of our tears. I woud .« 
tell you—but O shall [ tell it or forbear— 
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“Hove courage, my mother, God will sup- 
port you under this trial; though it may fora 
time cause your very heart to bleed. Come, 
then, let us mingle our griefs’and weep to- 
gether, for she was dear to us both; anc she 
toois gone. Yes, Harriet. your lovely daugh- 
ter is gone, and you will see her face no more! 
Harriet, my own dear Harriet, the wite of my 
youth and the desire of my eyes. has bid me a 
Jast farewell, and left me to mourn and w cep. 
Yes, she is gone. I wiped the cold sweat of 
death from her pale, emaciated face, while we 
travelled together down to the entrance of the 
dark valley. There she took -her upward 
flight and I saw her ascend to the mansions of 
the blessed! Oh Harriet, Harriet; for thou 
wast very dearto ine, Thy last sigh tore my 
heart asunder, and dissolved the charm which 
tied me to earth, 

“But I must hasten to give you a more par- 
ticular account of the repeated afflictions with 
which God has visited me. J 

“Harriet enjoyed good health from the time 
we left you, unul we embarked on our voyage 
from Caicutta to the Isle of France, (¢xce pt- 
ing those slight compiaints which are common 
to iemales in her situation) During the week 
previous to our suatling dor this place, she 
went through much fatigne in making nume- 
rous ¢calis on those dear tricuds in Calcutta, : 
who were anxious to see her, and who kindly 
furnished her with a large supply of these lit- 
ue things which she was soon expected to 
want, avd which on account of her succeeding 
iilness, she would not have been able to pre- 
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pare on the voyage. The fatigue of riding in 
a palanquin, in that unhealthy place, threw her 
into afever, which commenced the day after 
we were on board. She was confined about a 
week to her couch, but afterward recovered 
and enjoyed pretty good health. We left Cal- 
cutta on the 4th of August, but on account of 
eontrary winds and bad weather, we were 
driven about in the Bay of Bengai without 
making much progress during the whole of 
that month. On or about the 27th it was dis- 
covered that the vessel had sprung a leak; and 
on the 30th the leak had increased to such an 
alarming degree as to render our situation ex- 
tremely perilous, A consultation of the offi- 
cers was called, and it was determined to put 
about immediately, and make the nearest port 
which was Coringa, a smal] town on the Coroe 
mandel coast, about sixty miles south of Viz- 
igapatam. We got safe into port on Saturday, 
Sept. 5th. The vessel was found to be ina 
very bad case.” 

{Four days before the arrival of the vessel 
in port, Mrs. Newell was seized with s¢vere 
pain in the stomach and bowels, the disease of 
the country; but in three days after going on 
shore she was in a good degree recovered. 
On the 19th of September they 1e-embark- 
ed, and Mrs. N. enjoyed comfortabie health 
till nearly three weeks after leaving Corin- 
ga, and about three weeks before reaching 
the Iste of France, when she became the foy- 
ful mother of a five healthy daughter. Four 
days after, in consequence of a severe storm of 
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wind and rain, the child took cold, and died om 
the evening of the next day, after having been 
devoted to God in baptism. 

On the 14th of October, Mr. N. writes thus 
in his journal: “About 8 o'clock last evening 
our dear little Harriet expired in her mother’s 
arms. <A sweet child. Though she had been 
but five davs with us, it was painful. inexpres- 
sibly painful, especially to the mocher, to part 
with her. To-day, with many tears, we come 
mitted her to a watery grave. ‘So fades the 
lovely blooming flower,” &c. May God sanc- 
tify this bereavement to us, and O may he. 
Spare my dear wiie.’’ | 
“About a week after Mrs. Newell's 
confinement,” says Mr. Newell, “I first per- 
ceived the symptoms of that disorder which 
terminated in her death. She immediately re- 
cognised the disease of which her father, and 
several other of her family connexions died, 
and was confident she should never recover. I — 
endeavored to raise her hopes, and encourage — 
ed her to expect mech from achange of situas 
tion. But she wished me to dismiss all expece 
tation of her recovery, and to prepare my mind, 
and help her to prepare her own, for the sol- 
emn event. She toid me she had some doubts 
respecting her state, and wished me to exam- 
ine her closely and to converse constantly on 
the momentous subiectot experimental relig- 
jon. Yetshe was by no means alarmed at the 
ica of death, but was calm, patient, and resign- 
ed. During the last week of our passage she 
youd through the Book of Job, and as she alter- 
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wards told me, found sweet relief from every 
fear in submitting to a sovereign God; and 
could not refrain from tears of joy, that God 

should give her so comfortable views of death 
and eternity. Her health continued uniform- 
ly in a declining state, and the symptoms of a 
settled consumption grew every day more and 
more apparent.’ 

[Though Mr. N. feared the worst, he did not 
eonsider her case as fatal, till the last fortnight 
of her life, which commenced about ten days 
after their arrival at the Isle of France. Mr, 
N. immediately on their arrival called in the 
aid of Dr. Burke, the chief surgeon of the 
British army in that island, and of Dr, Walluz, 
a Danish Physician, a friend with whom they 
had become acquainted at Serampore, who had 
lately buried bis wife in Bengal. and had come 
to the Isle of France for his health. There 
was but little alteration in Mrs. N’s health, 
(excepting that she gradually lost strength,) 
till about.a fortnight before her death, when 
she declined more rapidly and all hope of her 
recovery was extinguished, -—About 4 o’ciock, 
P. M. on Monday, the 30th of November. her 
eye-sight failed her, soon after which she caim- 
ly, and with apparent ease, expired, seven 
wecks and four days after her confinement. 
‘hese events, with all the attending circum- 
stances, are related b® Mr. Nywwith great ten- 
derness and particularity. He then pgcnes|s 
as follows: 

“There, my dear mother, 1 have finished 
the story of Harriet’s sufferings, Let us ture 
from the tale of woe to a brighter seene; one 
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‘that will gladden your heart as I am sure it 
does mine. During this long series of suffer- 
ings, the bare recital of which must affect 
every feeling heart, she meekly yielded to the 
will of her Heavenly Father, without one mur- 
muring word. “My wicked heart,” she writes, 
“is inclined to think it hard, that I should suf- 
fer such fatigue and hardship. I sinfully envy 
those whose lot it is to live in tranquillity on 
land. Happy people! Ye know not the toils 
and trials of voyagrers across the rough and 
stormy deep. O fora little Indian hut on land 
—~-But bush my warring passions, itis for Je- 
sus who sacrificed the joys of his Father’s 
kingdom, and expired ona cross to redeem a 
fallen world, that thus I wander from place te 
place and feel no where at home. How reviy- 
ing the thought! How great the consolation it 
yields to my sinking heart! I will cherish it, 
and yet be happy.” 

“In ‘the first part of the sickness, which 
succeeded the birth of our babe, she had some 
doubts, which occasionally interrupted her 
spiritual comfort; but they were soon remoy- 
ed, and her mind was filled with that peace of 
God which passeth all understanding. 

“I finally became convinced that she was far 
gone in a consumption, and told her IT feared 
she would finda grave in the Isle of France. 
She seemed to be relieved of a heavy burden, 
when I gave her. this intelligences From thiy 
time we conversed constantly, and with the 
greatest freedom and plainness respecting her 
death, which we now considered as certain and 
near athand. When ske perceived me sayy 
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rowful, she would, with a smiling countenance 
and cheerful voice, endeavor te animate me 
with the prospect of a speedy re-union in a 
world, where we should part no more. _ 

“When I asked hera few days. before she died, 
if she bad any remaining doubts respecting her 
spiritual state, she answered with an emphasis, 
that she had none, During the whole of her 
sickness she talked in the most familiar man- 
ner, and with great delight of death, and the 
~ glory that was to follow. When Dr. Burke 
ene day told her, those were gloomy thoughts 
she had better get rid of them, she repiicd, 
that on the contrary they were to her cheer- 
ing and joyful beyond what she could express, 
When I attempted to persuade her that she 
would recover, (which I fondly hoped,) it 
seemed to strike her like a disappointment. 
She would say, “You ought rather to pray 
that I may depart, that I may be petiectly free 
from sin, and be where God is.’ 

“Her mind was from day to day filled with 
the most comforting and delightfui views of 
the character of God and Christ. She often 
requested me to talk to her on these interest- 
ing subjects. She told me that her thoughts 
were so much confused, and her mind so much 
weakened, by the distress of body she had 
suffered, that she found it difficult steadily to 
pursue a train of thought on divine things, but 
that she continually looked to God, and pas- 
sively rested on him. She often spoke of 
meeting her friends in heaven. “Perhaps,” 
said she, “my dear mother has has gone be- 
isve me to heaven, and as soon as I leave this 
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body I shall find myself with her.” At another 
time she said, “We often talk of meeting our 
friends in heaven; but what would heaven be 
with all our friends, if God were not there?” 
“She longed exceedingly for the brethren 
to arrive from India, that we might form our- 
selyes into a church, and celebrate the dying 
love of Jesus once more before she died. Her 
desires to enjoy the benefit of this ordinance 
were so strong, and our situation so peculiar, 
that I thought a deviation from the usage of 
eur churches in this instance would be justi- 
fiable, and accordingly on the last Sabbath in 
November, the day before she died, I gave her 
the symbols of the body and blood of our Lord; 
and [ trust it was a comfortable season to us 
both. 
“A few days before she died, after one of 
those distressing turns of coughing and raising 
phlegm, which so rapidly wasted her strength, 
she called me to come and sit on her bed be- 
side her, and receive her dying message to her 
friends. She observed that her strength was 
quite exhausted, and she could say only a few 
words; but feared she should not have another 
opportunity. “Tell my dear mother,” said 
#he, “bow much Harriet Joved her. -Tell her 
to look to God and keep near to Him, and He 
will support and comfort her in all her trials. 
I shall meet her in heaven, for surely she is 
one of the dear children of God.” She then 
turned to her brothers and sisters: ‘Tell 
them,” said she, “from the lips of their dying 
sister, that there is ncthing but religion worta 
ving fer. O exhert them to attend imine- 
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diately to the care of their precious immortal 
souls. Yell them not to delay repentance. 
Fhe eldest of them will be anxious to’ know 
how I now feel, with respect to missions. Tell 
them, and also my dear mother, that I have 
bever regretted leaving my native land for the 
cause of Christ. Set my dear brothers and 
sisters know, that I love them tothe last. EF 
hope to meet them in heaven; but, Oh, if I 
should not” Here tears burst from her 
eyes, and her sobs of grief at the thought 
of an eternal separation expressed feelings 
that were too big for uterance. After she 
had recovered a litle from the shock, which 
these strong emotions had given to her whole 
frame, she attempted to speak of several oth- 
cririends; but was obliged to sum up al! she 
had to say in “Love and an affectionate fare- 
well to them ail.” Within a day or two of her 
ceath, such conversation as the following pass- 
¢d between us: 

“Should you not be willing to recover, and 
live a while longer here?” s 

“On some uccounts it would be desirable, 
I wish to do something for God before I die. 
But the experience I have had of the deceit- 
fulness of my heart Jeads me to expect, that if 
¥ should recover, my future dife would be much 
the same as my pust has been, and I long to be 
perfectly free from sin. God has called me 
uway before we have entered on the work of 
the mission, but the case of David affords me 
comfort; I have had it in my heart to do whaz 
1 cen for the beathen, and 1 hope Ged wih 
accept me,” . 
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“But what shall. Ido, when you are gone? 
How can I bear the separation?” 

“Jesus will be your best friend, and our sep- 
aration will be short. We shall soon, very 
soon, meet in a better world; if 1 thought we 
should not, it would be painful indeed to part 
with you.’ 

“How does your past life appear to you 
now?” 

“Bad enough, but that only makes the grace 
ef Christ appear the more glerious, 

‘Jesus, thy blood and righteousness 
“My beauty are, my heavenly dress; 
“Midst flaming worlds in these array’d, 
“With joy shall I lift up my head.” 

“As I stood by her bedside, about nine in 
the evening previous to her decease, perceiy- 
ing that she was failing very fast, I told her I 
wished to take my leave of her belove her 
speech and recollection Ieft her, She raised 
her eyes to Jouk at me once more, gave me 
her hand, already chilled with death, and with 
a feeble voice said, “Farewellimwe shall soon 
nieet again—Jesus wi'l be your friend.” 

“When I fold her that she could not live 
through the next day, she replied, “«O joyful 
news; I long to depart.’' Sometime alter, I 
asked her, “How does death appear to you 
now!” She replied; “Glorious; truly wel- 
come.” Duritg Sabbath night she seemed te 
be a little wandering, but the next. morning 
she had her recollection perlecily. As I stood 
by her, Lasked if she knew me. At first she 
wade no answer. I said to her again, *My 
dear Harriet, do you kiow who I am.” “My 
dew Mr, Newell, my husband,” was her ré* 
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ply; but in broken accents and a yoice falter- 
ing in death. 

“The last words which I remember, and 
which f think were the last she uttered rela- 
tive to her departure were these—*The pains, 
the greans, the dying strife.” “How tong, O 
Lord, how Jong!” 

“But I must stop; for IT have already ex- 
ceeded the bounds ofa letter, though I have 
come far short of doing justice to the dying 
deportment of this deaririend. O may imy iast 
end be like hers. I would now proceed to 
discharge the duty, which Harriet’s dying re- 
quest imposed on ine, of administering conso- 
lation to you, and of beseeching the dear c! bite 
dren to make a right imprevement of this af- 
flicting dispensation; but J hope the God of 
all consolation will himself wipe away your 
tears, aud Gl] your heart with comfort, and that 
Harrict’s dying intreaties, and tears and sighs, 
may be carried by the Spirit’ of truth to the 
hearts of the children, and of her other young 
frienas, aid may fasten conviction on their 
minds, and engage them to follow her So far 
as she followed Christ. With these hopes I 
must at present bid them all an aifectionate 
farewell. 

“Harriet offered to give me Nee property by 
will, but I declined accepting it, She then 
proposed bequeathing a part of it to the Board 
of Commissioners, but my time Was so coni- 
pletely taken up in atrending on her, that } had 
no opportunity of having @ will duly executed 
til it was too fate. 
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“Perhaps you may censure me, my dear 
mother, for leaving Serampore before Harri- 
evs confinement. IT wish J had time to answer 
you fully on this head; but T can only say, that 
she did not expect to be confined short of three 
or four months from the time of our depart 
ure; that the usnal length of a voyage to the 
Isle of France is not half that period; that Ben- 
gal is the most sickly piace in al) India, and 
this the most healthy spotan the eastern world; 
and that it was the unanimous advice af all our 
Sriends thit we should go. Brother Judson 
would then have embraced the opportunity had 
1 declined it. 

“| have now one request to make, and then 
I will close. Dr. Woods and Dr. Griffin will 
both see this letter. I wish one of them to 
preach a sermon on this occasion,—that it be 
published.—and that an engraving, prepared 
from Harriet’s miniature, be prefixed, and a 
short account of her sickness and death be 
added. Do letmy requesibe granted. It will 
do.good. It may be the means of converting 
many ot Harriet’s dear young friends, and it 
will, | hope, some time or other reach me. 

“I thank Dr. Woods a thousand times for 
his Sermon on the death of Mrs. Church, as 
wei as for his missionary sermon, which last 
I received by way of Cajcutta, My dear, dear 
mother I must bid you farewell. God Al- 
mighty bless you, and reward you a hundred 
foid for all your kindness to me. Do nor for- 
get me; I shall never forget you. Write when- 
ever you have opportunity. 1 send my love te 
all my acquaintance, and to ali Harrict’s 
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fiends, for her sake. My ever dear mother, [ 
remain your’s affectionately, 
| SamueL, NEWELL.” 
Mrs. M. Atwood. 
———e 

Mr. Newell enclosed a fragment, (from 
which the following sentences are taken) in 
Mrs. N.’s own hand. It is the commence- 
ment of a letter which she began to write to 
her mother, but which she was never able to 
resume, 

Port Louis, Isle of France, Nov, 3, 1812. 

“ My ever dear Mother, 

Since I wrote you last I have been called by 
God to rejoice and weep; for afflictions and 
mercies hayg both alternately fallen to my lot. 
I address you now from a bed of great weak- 
ness—perhaps for the last time. Yes, my dear 
mama, I feel this mud-walled cottage shake, 
and expect ere long to become an inhabitant 
ef the world of spirits. Eternity I feet is just 
at hand. But let me give you some account of 
God’s dealings with me, which® shall do at in- 
tervals, as strength will admit,” 

[After mentioning the birth ofa daughter, with 
fond anticipations of happiness, she adds the 
following sentences, which are the lust she 
wrote. | —— 


———— 


ee 


«We cauid weep tor joy—and call ourselves 
the happiest of the happy. But alas! on the 
evening of the fifth day the dear object of our 
love was snatched from us by death, and oa the 
day following committed to its watery grave. 
Jicart-rending stroke to a parental heart 
Mune almest bled with deep anguish.” 
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Mr Newell, apprehending that the forego- 
ing letter might not reach America, wrote a 
letter to Mr. A. Hardy, with a view to repeat 
the substance of what he had before written. 
‘Extracts from this letter are heré added. 


Port Louis, Isle of France, Feb. 23, 1815. 
My dear Brother, ; 
“] wroTs to our dear mother, Mrs. Atwood, 
in December, by way of London, As that 
may fail, I shall briefly recapitulate some 
things which in that I stated at length--We 
were all ordered away from India by Govern- 
ment. I embarked with Harriet for this place 
in August. We hada most disastrous voyage; 
on the 8th of October, H. was delivered of a 
daughter, three weeks before we arrived here. 
Our dear bebe took cold and died suddenly on 
the 13th, five days old. Harriet. took cold at 
the same time, being exposed to a violent 
storm of wind and rain. The cold settled on 
her lungs, and terminated in a consumption, 
She rapidly wasted away, and on the 30th of 
November ended her days in this place. Two 
physicians beside myseif attended ber during 
her sickness. !wwould be gratifying here to 
rejate the exercises of ber mind during her ill- 
ness andat the hour of death;butl bave ume only 
to say, that she died rejoicing in the sure firos- 
pect of eternal life through the blood and right- 
cousness of Jesus Christ—Thus, my dear broth- 
er, | have been called to lay my beloved Har: 
riet in her Jowly bed, within the short period 
of ten months from the day of our marriage. 
}have burivd both my parents, and several 
near relatives; but I never new the bitterness 


246 Mr. Newell’s Letter 1818. 


of grief til I saw my dear wife expire, It%s 
now about three months since she died; and I 
feel my loss more deeply than when I follow- 
ed her tothe grave. I trust that this very af- 
flicting stroke of Providence has been sancti- 
fied tome. I feel more like a pilgrim and 
Stranger on earth, and I long to finish my 
work and be away. But I must not spend 
time in describing my feelings on this mourns 
ful occasion—you can easily imagine all that I 
would say, 

I have one request to make of you-~com/fort 
our dear mother. Tellher that her dear Har- 
riet never repented of any sacrifice she had 
made for Christ; that on her dying bed “she 
was comforted with the thought of having had 
itin her heart to do something for the Heath- 
en, though God had seen fit to take her away 
betore we entered on our work.” Tell that 
dear woman, that Harrie?’s bones have taken 
fossession of the promised land, and rest in glo 
rious hope of the final and universal triumph of 
Jesus over the gods of this world, 

Give my love to all our friends, How glad 
should I be to see you all! Tell little Aaron 
about my dear babe—we called her Aurriet 
Atwood in her bapiism. Poor thing, she found 
a watery grave. Mary, my dear sister, do not 
grieve too much for Harriet, she is well now. 
© may we be counted worthy to meet her tin 
the mansions of the blessed. Dear creature, 
she comforted me with this hope on her dying 
bed;—and this blisstul hope is worth mare t 
mc than all the wealth of India } 

Farewell Sampen Newer” 


i813.] to Mrs, Atwood. 24g. 


Extracts of a Letter from Mr. Newell to Mrs. Atwood. 

Jaffna, (in the Island of Ceylon, _) Sept. 19, 18 13% 
“My ever dear mother, 

——“ForGcrve me, that I have written sa 
whole page, without mentioning that name, 
which is dear both to youand me. Believe 
me, itis not through forgetfulness.—No; the 
name of Harriet will never cease to excite the 
deepest sensations in my heart, nor will het 
image ever be effaced from my memory. 

“Sweet spirit, if thine ay sleep, 

‘Nor sees my tears, nor bears my sighs, 

“Oh then, I'll weep, in luxury weep, 

‘° Till the last heart’s drop drown my eyes” 

“The affecting news of her death has doubt. 
less reached you before this time.——-In_ the 
Jong letter I wrote, (bearing date, Isle of 
France, Dec. 10, 1812) I have given you a par- 
ticular account of the exercises of her mind 
during her sickness. Jf this should fail, £ 
shall embrace the first opportunity to send you 
her Journal, &c, At present, I can only sayy 
that she bore her sickness, which was extreme- 
ly painful, with a remarkable degree of meek 
aud quiet submission to the will of God. 
She died in the full possession of that peace of 
God which passeth all understanding, and de- 
sired most earnestly to depart, that she might 
#0 to her long wished for home, Never shail { 
jormet the solemn scene! She seemed for sev- 
eral days before her death to be already in 
heayen. Bvery earthly wish and feeling seem- 
ed.to have left her, and her mind was com- 
pletely with eternal things. She mentioned by 
name her dearest motheg, and afl her dear 
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brothers and sisters, a few bours before her 
death. - -She has gone, I doubt not, 
to join the blessed spirits around the throne. 
- -!can never discharge the debt 
of gratitude I owe to you, my dear mother, for 
giving me such a companion. May God sup- 
port you under this heavy affliction; and may 
we soon meet our dear departed Harriet in 
that better world, where we shall rejoice for- 
evermore.’ 


— oo 


Extracts of a Letter from Mr. Newell to Mrs. Atwood, 
dated November 9, 1813, Point de Gals, in the island of 
Ceylon. 

“My dear, dear mother, 

It sooms too much to believe, that this paper 
will ever reach Haverhill, and be read in that 
peaceful dwelling, where I have spent so many 
happy hours. But your letters have safely 
reached me, and gladdened my sorrowful, des- 
ponding heart, in this distant tegion; and why 
should not mine be safely conveyed to my be- 
Joved mother? T bope this will reach you, and 
remind you of one on whom you have be- 
stowed the greatest blessing, which any person 
on earth could bestow. Thet biessing, alus, how 
transient!—-It was resumed by that sovereign 
God, from whom is every good gift, and Tani 
left to mourn.——-Yes, my dear mother, within 
ten short months from ‘the day you gave your 
Harriet to me, I saw her sicken, waste aways 
and expire. In a strange Jand, without one 
Sviend 1o weep with me, | followed her, a soli- 
laly mouiner, to the graves She was interred 
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in a retired spot in the burying ground in Pors 
Louis, under the shade of an evergreen. 1 
often visited the spot with mournful satisfec- 
tion, during the three remaining months of my 
residence in the Isle of France. 


*°Till Christ shall come to rouse the slumb’ring dead, 
Farewell, pale, lifeless clay, a long farewell; 

Sweet be thy sleep, beneath that green tree’s shade, 
Where I have laid thee an thy lowly cell.” 


Ol Harriet, Harriet, my heart bleeds afresh 
at the sound of thy name; and yet I love to re- 
peat it, and to dwell upon the sound. How 
often did I wish, my dear mother, for your 
presence during Harriet’s illness;—~in the 
closing scene,—-and especially the night after 
her death, which IJ spent with no frerson in my 
house but my negro man, while the remains of — 
our dear Harriet lay erctosed inthe gloomy cof= 

Jin before me. The end of this month will bring 
around the anniversary of this solemn, trying 
scene. But the revolution of years can never 
obliterate the impression which it made on 
my beart. 


——s 


-_—-_— 
The packet of letters sent me by the 
Alligator, went first to Calcutta, thence to Bom- 
bay, and thence to Colombo, where {| found it, 
as Lcame from Jaffna, Oct. 30, nearly a year from 
the date, Those which were directed to Mrs. 
Newell, I opened and read with sensations of 
mingled pleasure and pain. They came, alas; 
too late for her—While. you -were writing 
them, she was dictating her Jast fareweils to 
me to be transmitted to you. But she stands 
in no need of letters or mortal frieneship now. 
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——She enjoys, I doubt not, what she so often 
spoke of on earth, “the light of Emmanuel’s 
countenance,” and the friendship and converse 
of angels and-saints. ; 
Yours affectionately, 

S, Newer.” 
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. $6, 1. 7, from t. read your for you. 

. 16, 115, from b. for overflowing read overwhelming: 
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. 45,1. 10, from b. erase ; after approseh. 

- 46 1.9 & 10, from t. read, we may not have to regret 

ihat we were undutiful. f ; ' 
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. 92, 1. 12, from't. rand ” = Aye 

. 105, 1. 7, from b. for Wewton read Cowper. 

. 127, 1. 11, from t. for from Mr. N_ read to: 

. 129, 1, 15, from t. for from read to, iad be 


The critics! reader will observe many errors in punctug- 
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for which is the urgent ¢all of the public for this edition. 
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